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Every day poor discouraged friendless men 
come to St. Christopher's Inn hungry, footsore, 
and weary. We do what we can to take care 
of their needs and help them back on their 
feet. Last year we sheltered over 5,000 dif- 
ferent men at St. Christopher's Inn and served 
them over 150,000 meals. At present, with 
our newly completed addition, St. Christo- 
pher’s Inn can house 200 men. 

Your Meal Bond will enable us to continue 
this good work. 

Each Meal Bond entitles you to a remem- 
brance in the prayers and good works of the 





Graymoor Friars and of the men who come to 
us for aid. In addition, for each Meal Bond 
donated, the Friars will arrange a set of 
Gregorian Masses to be said either for you 
after you die, or for someone else after he or 
she dies, or immediately for someone who is 
already deceased. This set of Gregorian 
Masses is our thanks to you for helping us in 
performing the Corporal Works of Mercy. 

If you would like to know more about 
St. Christopher's Inn, what it is, how it began 
and what it does, we will be only too glad 
to send you a brochure. 


Send bond subscriptions to the Father General, Graymoor, Garrison, New York 
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THIS MONTH 
Martyrs 


We were made very happy during 
the month by word from the State 
Department that two Bishops, 14 
priests and a nun were listed among 
the American civilians whom the 
Chinese Reds have agreed to set 
at liberty. At the same time we must 
never forget that these missionaries 
were unjustly imprisoned all the 
time. 

As Bishop Raymond A. Lane, Su- 
perior General of the Maryknoll 
Fathers, said, “While we rejoice that 
the American missionaries and civil- 
ians are to be released from Red 
China jails, we would remind any 
Americans who may be inclined to 
look more favorably on Red China 
because of this leniency, that these 
innocent American Citizens should 
never have been in jail in the first 
place, and that an unscrupulous and 
hypocritical government used them 
solely as pawns in its devious polit- 
ical game without any regards to hu- 
man rights or justice. The American 
people should also be aware that 
with this international sore point re- 
moved, Red China will attempt to 
win the sympathy of the American 
people, so that it will more easily 
achieve its goal of United Nations 
membership and the conquest of 
Formosa.” 


7 y 7 7 


Freedom of Religion 

Archbishop Joseph Felix Gawlina, 
who was named Protector and 
Guardian of all Poles in exile by 
Pope Pius XII in 1949, arrived 
the United States last month for a 
two months stay. 

At the airport, when newsmen 
asked him whether or not there was 
freedom of religion in Poland today, 
he replied “There is freedom of wor- 
ship, yes. That means the Churches 
are open, Mass is celebrated and ser- 
mons are preached. If the Soviets 
closed the Churches they would risk 
an uprising. They cannot make a 
frontal attack so they try fraudulent 
betrayal. However, the life of the 
Church is not only saying Mass and 
preaching—it is also engaging in the 
work of charity and religious instruc- 





OUR COVER: Our cover for November 
is Christ preaching to the multitudes. 





tion and all of this has been elimin- 
ated.” 

Archbishop Gawlina said that, out 
of 9,000 priests known to be in 
Poland, he knew of 1500 who are in 
prison. “A priest disappears if his 
sermon is displeasing to the authori- 
ties.” 

‘2 2 # 
Clothing Needed 

Winter is coming and the home- 
less men at St. Christopher’s Inn are 
the first to feel the cold. We always 
have a trickle of clothing flowing in 
to the Inn from our kind benefactors 
but the demand always exceeds the 
supply and at present our supply 
very low. Right now we need a lot 
of warm clothing; overcoats and 
blankets, underwear, jackets and 
sweaters, and as for pants and shoes, 
well, we never get enough. So if you 
have any serviceable old clothing, or 
blankets, or anything else that might 
be used at St. Christopher’s Inn, 
please send them to: 

Rev. Father Ignatius, S.A. 

St. Christopher’s Inn 
Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 


Cancelled Stamps 
During their recreation period, our 
25 postulants for the lay brother- 
hood sort and classify cancelled 
stamps you send us. The plain or- 
dinary 3¢ stamps with the Statue of 
Liberty on them aren’t worth very 
much, but the commemoratives, the 
special 3¢ stamps that come out 
every once in a while are worth quite 
a bit. Collectors are always looking 
for them. Foreign stamps are always 
worthwhile. We would appreciate it 
very much if you would send your 
cancelled stamps to: 
Father Clement, S.A. 
St. Paul’s Friary 
Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 











Every Tuesday 
A NEW 


St. Anthony 
NOVENA 






Finder of things lost 
Worker of miracles 
Helper in necessities 


Ever since his canonization St. 
Anthony has been a favorite 
saint of millions. His interest 
in man and his prompt help 
have made him loved by all. 


Every day we receive many 
petitions to be included in our 
perpetual novena. Many 
letters of thanksgiving for 
favors are received every day. 
Why not invoke 
SAINT ANTHONY 
im your need 

A NEW NOVENA BEGINS EVERY TUESDAY 
FRANCISCAN FRIARS 
OF THE ATONEMENT 

GRAYMOOR, GARRISON, NEW YORK 
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Correspondence 








Infant of Prague 
Dear Father: Enclosed is a check for 
$5.00 in thanksgiving to the Infant of 
Prague for obtaining our goal of being 
able to go into business. We shall be in 
need of his assistance constantly and will 
try to show our appreciation from time 
to time with a donation to your wonderful 
work. 

I would appreciate publication of this 
letter to acquaint more people with the 
Infant of Prague. M.A 


Walks Again 

Dear Father: In February of this year I 
was unfortunate enough to have my left 
ankle quite badly crushed by a tractor. 
I prayed to the Sacred Heart, Our Blessed 
Mother, St. Cecilia (my patron), and 
promised wonderful St. Anthony a dona- 
tion and publication of my letter if I 
were ever able to walk again without too 
much pain. Thanks to each of them so 
much, this has been done, Please use my 
small donation (wish it could be one 
hundred times as much) wherever it will 
do most good, Mrs. L.M.C. 


Rosary Recovered 

Dear Father: The good St. Anthony has 
never. failed me—he has come to my as- 
sistance on many occasions. I lost a ro- 
sary recently that was precious to me and 
I promised St. Anthony I would have it 
published in Tue Lamp if he would help 
me. It has been two weeks now, and 
yesterday a friend called to tell me she 
had found my rosary. All thanks to St. 
Anthony and the Infant. P.B. 


Return to Sacraments 
Dear Father: It has been some time since 
I have written you, but have wonderful 
news. Yes, at last my prayers, with the 
aid of yours and a sister’s have been 
answered, St. Anthony has indeed been 
good to me. This evening I went to Con- 
tession, the first time in nearly fifteen 
years, and tomorrow I will go to Holy 
Communion. What a wonderful feeling. 
And my husband is going to take instruc- 
tions and I know he will make a devout 
Catholic. We have kept our promise and 
know that everything will work out for 
us. I have promised publication so please 
publish my letter in THe Lamp. I am 
enclosing $1.00 for St. Anthony’s Burse 
from myself and $1.00 from a friend. 
Thanks a million, Father, for your en- 
couragement and prayers. M.H. 


Adam and Eve 
Dear Father: Please accept the enclosed 
money as a start of a new en I present 
it on this day in honor of our first par- 
ents who brought so much sorrow upon 
us and so much happiness, Saints Py some 
and Eve. 

I have always regretted the lack of de- 
votion to these two Saints. How much 
must they love us. How constantly must 





they be imploring God for favors for us. 
And. how dear must they be to Him. 
Thev were the first He created. The first 
to praise His Name, They are ancestors 
of Christ Himself. The Church must hold 
a high regard for them for it assigned 
beautiful Christmas Eve as their feast 
day. Pvt. B.M. 


Repentance 

Dear Father: Thanks to St. Pius X, 
through whose intercession I was given 
the grace to make a good confession and 
receive Holy Communion on Easter Sun- 
day. After receiving the medal that 
touched the body of the good Saint 
and wearing it, I was filled with such 
a desire to receive Communion that in 
spite of .the barrier of my sins of long 
standing the courage came. I realize that 
many of the problems in my life stem 
from the guilt I felt about these uncon- 
fessed sins. Never again will I stray from 
the Good Lord without whom I am 
nothing. Mrs. T.J.P. 


Kudo 
Dear Father: Please accept these $2.00 
for St. Anthony in promise of a favor I 
recently received from him. I also prom- 
ised to have this letter published in THe 
Lamp. 

May I take this opportunity to tell you 
that I think Tue Lamp is one of the most 
beautiful magazines I have ever read. I 
and my family look forward to receiving 
each issue. 

I only hope that by reading your mag- 
azine and passing it on to others to enjoy 
it may help me to become a_ better 
Catholic. Miss J.M. 


Good Example 

Dear Father: My young daughter and 
her husband have been trying to get a 
place to live but no one wants babies or 
the rent was beyond their means. 

I asked Saint Anthony to find a home 
before April as they are expecting a 
second baby. 

My son-in-law was a Marine in Korea 
with no belief, but God gave him the 
Grace to long for spiritual guidance. He 
was among Catholic boys who went to 
Confession and Communion before battle 

(Continued on page 4) 
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YOUTH OUR HOPE 


F one were to accept what he reads in the 

papers, popular magazines, and in books as a 

true and complete picture of our youth in 

America he would have plenty of reason for 
despairing for the future of our country. Day after 
day in one city and town after another blazing head- 
lines shout that teen age gangs have brutally beaten 
and killed old men, have attacked and robbed old 
women, have taken to narcotics or vice, have killed 
one another in “rumbles” or street battles. Books 
and motion pictures such as the Blackboard Jungle 
recount the harrowing experiences of teachers in 
public high schools. Magazine articles deplore ju- 
venile delinquency. Reports from the FBI are quoted 
to show that criminal activity of all kinds is rising 
among the young. 

A constant unrelieved diet of such reading is 
frightening. It is frightening precisely because every 
one realizes that for good or for ill, for weal or for 
woe, the future of America and, to an extent of the 
world, depends upon the young people we are rais- 
ing today. Now they have no responsibilities, but as 
time goes by, as they inevitably age and as their 
present elders inevitably die, today’s boys and girls 
will take their places as leaders and followers in 
every phase of American society. They must. There 
is no one else. They are our only hope for a strong 
and God-fearing country. 

In addition to being frightening, a constant and 
unrelieved diet of such reading is also discouraging. 
One who hears only of the evils of young men and 
young women and whose attention is continually 
focused on the truly horrifying crimes of some boys 
and girls is tempted to throw up his hands in despair 
and conclude that the whole situation is hopeless. 
No one should succumb to such a temptation. 


HILE it is true that many boys and girls, and 
pam men ‘and, young, women, commit terrible 
crimes, and while it is also true that the juvenile 
rate of delinquency is rising in the country, and 
while it is true that greater efforts must be made to 
eliminate the causes of juvenile crime and to salvage 
the present juvenile delinquents, everyone must also 
remember that the great majority of our boys and 


girls and young men and young women are very 
good people striving to do what is right toward God 
and toward their fellow men. 

Unfortunately you don’t hear about these good 
people very much. Their goodness is taken for 
granted, It is not considered newsworthy. For in- 
stance, the fact that thousands and thousands of 
boys and girls are going to high school, studying 
their lessons, taking part in community activities, 
and growing into good responsible American citi- 
zens is ignored, while the vandalism of a few who 
wreck a school and wantonly destroy property is 
plaved up. For instance again, the fact that thou- 
sands and thousands of young men and women are 
taking on extra work to pay their way through 
college because of their desire for a good education 
that will equip them for life often is passed over in 
silence, while the foolishness of a few who swallow 
goldfish or break into girl’s dormitories in panty 
raids is splashed all over the front pages. 


His tendency erroneously to judge the vast mass of 
Nesid young men and women by the notorious con- 
duct of a small minority of delinquents is one of the 
reasons that makes the observance of National Catho- 
lic Youth Week from the feast of Christ the King 
October 30th until November 6th so important. 

National Catholic Youth Week is an appropriate 
time for all older people and especially parents to 
realize that they have a clear and serious responsi- 
bility to give proper example and training to the 
children that God has given them. It is an appropriate 
time to recall to mind once more that youth, and par- 
ticularly adolescence, is a difficult time for anyone 
and that those who are going through the period of 
growing-up need a considerable amount of help and 
protection. For young boys and girls, young men and 
young women, it is an appropriate time to remember 
that they too have responsibilities and obligations. 
The individual boy or girl is responsible for his own 
actions. No amount of help will make a boy or a girl 
good unless he or she wants to be good. Conversely 
no amount of bad example or lack of understanding 
or lack of assistance will make a youth bad unless he 
or she personally lets himself become bad. t 
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We commend to the prayers of our 
faithful 
departed, and particularly the de- 
their 


readers the souls of the 


ceased subscribers and near 


relatives whose deaths have been 


reported to us last month. Thirty 


Masses will be said for them. 


Mary A. Farrell, Viola Blanche 
Gilley, Mary Ellen McGuire, 
Mr. Martin Morgan, Henry A. 
Worpke, Mr. Henry Fremgen, 
David T. Fitzpatrick, Alice Z. 
Hannington, Mrs. Mary Nolan, 
Mrs. Helen H. Bock, Fr. James 
Lynch, Rev. Fr. Galvin, Rev. 
John Power, John Buchanan, 
Patrick J. Mahon, Albert Zoc- 
cola, Attilio Zoccola, Margaret 
E. McNamara, Francis Clark 
Hargan, Joseph C. Hargan, 
Katherine Oswald, Mr. Thomas 
Leddy, Robert Keating, Ogden 
Davidson, Antonio Bruno, Laura 
Nuzzolo, Nicolas Lazzaro, John 
Dunlea, Kate Dunlea, James 
Fitzgerald, Frances Fitzgerald, 
Richard Fitzgerald, Lena Fitz- 
gerald, Annie Fitzgerald, Annie 
A. Sauer, Katherine Gossling, 
Mrs. Rose Pulea, Mrs. Mary 
Cochi, Sarah A. Boyle, Mr. 
John Sheridan, Frederick Miller, 
Edward Finsterwald, Mr. & 
Mrs. Louis D. Turack, Concetta 
Tatarelli, Mary Nowinski, Mrs. 
W. Gormon, Mary Stutters, Mr. 
DeLoughary, Frank Pasko, Jo- 
seph Pasko, Theresa Pasko, 
Katherine Matusik, Vincent 
Matusik, Vincent Ahern, Charles 
Ahern, Frank Matusik, Peter 
Matusik, William Monselien, Al- 
bert Kielbas, Antonette Schultz, 
Charley & Dora Resch, Fred & 
Amelia Resch, Fred  Spect, 
Louis Ray, Joe Long, Michel 
q & Theresa Hann, Fannie Pailus, 
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Lilie Temperman, Sam Hahn, 
Earl Reese, Eddie Rentz, Dora 
4 Jansen, Mary Kesslers, Ella 
May, Henry Utley, Louis & 
Fenar Pailus, Victor Chevalier, 
Carl Jones, Mary O’Connell, 
Mrs. W. C. Dexheimer, Ed- 
4 ward Kovelski, Clara Heim, 
Edward Drought, Raymond 
' Loftus. 
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and he used to wonder where he would 
go if killed in battle, so he went to the 
Chaplain and asked for instruction. He 
was only 21 years old. 

After he came home he met my daugh- 
ter and with her help continued his in- 
structions 

The day before he was married he was 
baptized ‘and received his First Com- 
munion. He is always studying the Mass 
and among other Catholic reading, Tur 
LAMP. 

You can imagine how he feels when 
he realizes what prayer has brought them 
They have lived with his par- 
ents who never go to church but are 
happy that he has found a religion. They 
love my daughter too, 

I want to publish in THe Lamp my 
thanksgiving to St. Anthony for answer- 
“Mrs. B.D 


a home ! 


ing my prayer 


Safe Journey 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find a 
small donation of $3.00 for three favors 
received, A friend of mine drives a trailer 
truck interstate and the weather some- 
times is very hazardous. Although he’s 
never been in a serious accident, I still 
promised to send a dollar each time for 
his safe return. He did run into a very 
bad storm but everything turned out all 
right. Please publish this in Tue Lamp. 
M.L.B. 


Kudo 

Dear Father: I received my first issue of 
Tue Lamp in January. I was truly sur- 
prised and well pleased with its contents. 
I had no idea as to how many inspiring 
articles it contained as a good friend of 
inine sent me a gift certificate entitling 
me to receive THe Lamp monthly. 

I sent a Novena petition to St. An- 
thony a few weeks ago. One petition has 
already been granted. For that alone I 
am very thankful, but I feel sure my 
other prayers will also be answered in 
time. My friend really gave me a lasting 
gift—one I shall look forward to reading 
each month, M.K. 


Lost Wallet 

Dear Father: Enclosed please find $5.00 
for having passed some examinations 
which were very difficult, through help 
from St. Anthony. I’m very grateful for 
this blessing. Mrs. J.M. 


Talk it Over 
Dear Father: My parents just began to 
receive their first copies of THe Lamp 
and when I saw all the letters from the 
people who have prayed to St. Anthony 
for favors I was surprised. 

I had a very special favor and I said 
a decade of the rosary each day for 
seven days and on the eighth day my 
favor was granted. I had promised St. 
Anthony that I would write a letter to 





you (to be published ) on the day my 
favor was granted, 

I wish to say to all the people, es- 
pec ially teen-agers like me, that if they 
want something extra-special, just talk 
it over with St. Anthony and he will 


understand. y.W 
G.1. Bill 
Dear Father: We are a young married 


couple with a small son struggling to 
subsist on a G.L. bill income. We expect 
our second child in June. 

We both pray most fervently to St 
Jude and he has granted us many favors 
in the past. 

Recently when things looked the black- 
est we started a fervent storm of prayers 
to St. Jude promising to publish ou 
acknowledgement of his kindness if he 
would grant our requests. As usual dear 
St. Jude heard our prayers. 

Enclosed find a small offering to be 
added to St. Jude’s Burse. We only wish 
it were a thousand times more. 

We both enjoy your wonderful mag- 
azine and even on our tightened budget 


woulda’t be without it. Mrs. A.J.D. 
Acne 
Dear Father: Please publish in Te 


Lamp my thanksgiving to the Infant 
Jesus of Prague for granting my request 
to clear my countenance from acne that 
I have had for approximately two years. 
The effects of the acne have not com- 
pletely disappeared as yet, but I am 
confident they will do so within the next 


few days. E.J.H. 


Good Health 

Dear Father: It has been some time since 
I wrote you last, for since I became 87 
I have not been too well up to a few 
weeks ago when I began to feel more 
like myself. I started a Novena of the 
thirteen Tuesdays in the middle of March 
and today is the last Tuesday of the 
Novena. While I am feeling very fine 
this morning and may keep feeling better 
from now on, I promised St. Anthony 
three dollars at the end of the Novena 
for bread for the poor, so I thought it 
best to send it nth as I expect from 
now on I may get better, at least I am 
in great hopes to. C.D.M. 


Rheumatic Fever 

Dear Father: Please accept this dollar 
as a gift from me for a favor that was 
granted to me. I prayed to St. Anthony 
and the second day my prayer was an- 
swered, I am a convert, and I am so 
happy to think that I can enter under 
God’s roof. As you see Father, I am a 
victim of Rheumatic Fever. My son is 
also going to start going to a seminary 
this coming year to become a priest, so 
please pray for us. Mrs. S.F. 





If you have promised publication and your letter does not appear, do not become upset or worried. 
You keep your promise once you send us the letter and give us permission to publish it. 














CONDEMNED ...If a book is con- 
demned and placed on the Index 
does that mean that a moving pic- 
ture or a play based on that book 
or fact of that book is also con- 
demned? 

No. 
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SAINT ALVAH... Who 


Alvah? 


was Saint 


I’m sorry, I don’t know. I looked 
it up in the book of the Saints that 
we have and could find no mention 
of him or her. Perhaps some one of 
our readers knows who this Saint is. 

7 7 7 5 A 


LATE MARRIAGE...I would like 
to know if a woman of 51 years of 
age, who has passed the child-bearing 
age, and who has never been married 
before is permitted to marry now? 


Certainly, if there are no other im- 
pediments in the way. If the woman 
and her prospective husband are other- 
wise free to marry, her age, and the 
fact that she is past the child-bearing 
age make no difference. 

a ae. 


THE SAINTS...Can the Saints in 
Heaven see us on earth? Do they 
know our thoughts and our works? 


Yes, the Saints in Heaven see us 
on earth and they can observe our 
works. Otherwise, how would St. 
Anthony know where we misplaced 
the car keys? 

They do not know our thoughts. 

v v ¢ 5 A 


FAST AND ABSTINENCE... After 
a child reaches the age of seven can 
he eat meat more than once a day 
during Lent? 


Between the ages of seven and 21 a 
child can eat meat as often as he 
wishes during Lent with the exception 
of Fridays, Ash Wednesday and Holy 
Saturday until noon. Up until the age 
of 21 a child is bound only by the law 
of Abstinence, not by the law of Fast. 

7 7 7 v 


PONTIUS PILATE... What hap- 
pened to Pilate after the Crucifixion? 


Pilate wasn’t a very good governor. 
Two years after the Crucifixion he 
tried to prevent a group of Samari- 
tans from making a pilgrimage. In 
the melee with the soldiers a number 
of Samaritans were killed and _ in- 
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jured. Pilate was ordered to Rome 
to answer charges. He never returned 
to Jerusalem. Eusebius, an early 
church that Pilate 
committed suicide. 

a ae oe 


MARRIAGE ...If a Jewish person is 
divorced and was married by a Rabbi 
can he or she now marry a Catholic 
in the Catholic Church? 

We were having a discussion, and 
someone mentioned the fact that since 
Jewish people are not baptized there 
is a possibility that this could happen. 


historian, says 


In answer to your question: as- 
suming that both parties to the mar- 
riage were unbaptized, it is possible 
that one of them becoming a Catho- 
lic could marry someone else in the 
Catholic Faith. The reason for this 
is that while the marriage of an un- 
baptized husband and an_ unbap- 
tized wife is a legitimate marriage it 
is not a sacramental marriage. Con- 
sequently, in such a case, either the 
Pauline privilege or the privilege of 
the Faith could be applied. However, 
a judgment for individual cases in 
such matters must be always ren- 
dered by competent authority. Any- 
one with a marriage problem should 
consult his or her pastor. 

7 7 7 7 


ROSICRUCIANS...Can a Catholic 
join the Rosicrucians? 


The Rosicrucian Order is a pseudo- 
religion as you can see from the 
literature they send out. They try 
to interest people in revelations of 
mystic lores and in so-called sup- 
pressed books of the Bible. It is a fake 
from the word “go” but they have 
been making money on gullible peo- 
ple for years. 

..¢ 22 


MORE ABOUT COMMUNION... 
May I pose a question for “By the 
Light of the Lamp?” Looking at the 
February issue, comments under 
“Holy Mass” brought a rather similar 





one: ay 
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See complete details on page 32 
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question, the answer to which is not 
clear to me yet. Just before Holy 
Communion, when the Host is held 
up for all to see, at the words, “Be- 
hold the Lamb of God...”—please 
correct me if I err, but personally I 
cannot take my eyes off Our Lord 
although at the same time striking 
my breast in (pray God!) deep 
humility while saying with all my 
heart, “Domine, non sum dignus.. .” 
Would it be more reverent, and 
therefore more acceptable to Our 
Lord, to bow my head all the time 
rather than just at the end of the 
third “Domine, non sum dignus... ?” 
Most people seem to do that, and I 
am fully aware of the Publican’s les- 
son to us. 

Another matter—when among the 
last few persons communicating and 
when the Priest is returning to the 
altar, I don’t know how to drag my- 
self away from my knees at the com- 
munion rail until the Ciborium has 
been returned to the Tabernacle, 
when the Priest genuflects and closes 
the door of the Tabernacle. Putting 
it on the lowest plane, it seems 
rude to turn one’s back earlier (always 
provided there are not more com- 
municants waiting), On the other 
hand, Our Blessed Lord is within us 
at that time, so perhaps I am stretch- 
ing a point too far. 


It is perfectly proper for you or for 
anyone to look directly at the Host, 
at the Consecration, or at the “Lord 
I am not Worthy.” The reason that 
the Host is held high by the priest 
is precisely that people may see It 
and adore It. 

Since Our Lord is within you at 
Communion time, it is perfectly proper 
to rise immediately from the com- 
munion rail, turn around and walk 
back to your seat. 
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LIES .. . What kind of a lie would 
be a mortal sin? 


Most lies are venial sins; some lies 
are mortal-sins. A lie is a mortal sin 
if the deception is serious and if the 
consequences of the lie are serious. 
For instance, if someone were to tell 
a lie that would cause a man to lose 
his job or to suffer grave injury, such 
a lie would be a mortal sin. 


The Lily of Eire, St. Dymphna, is the patron 


of those suffering from mental diseases or nervous 


disorders. She and her chaplain, Gerebran or Peregrine 





fled to Gheel from the wrath of her father 














SLE of Saints,” has long been a title popularly 

given to the island evangelized by St. Patrick, 

which nestles in the blue waters of the Atlantic. 

And appropriately is it so called, for the names 
of the Irish saints would more than fill the Church’s 
calendar. Yet it is to be regretted that Catholics for 
the most part are entirely unfamiliar with so many 
of these glorious saints. yes, even ignorant of their 
very names. One such forgotten or unknown saint, 
who, on account of her spotless virtue and glorious 
martyrdom, is sometimes referred to as the “Lily 
of Eire,” is St. Dymphna. True, the records of the 
life and martyrdom of this holy virgin are for the 
most part meagre and unsatisfactory, but sufficient 
is known regarding the principal facts of her life 
and of her many well-authenticated miracles to 
attest to an exalted sanctity. 

St. Dymphna was born in the sixth century, 
when Ireland was almost universally Catholic. Yet, 
strange to say, her father, a petty king of Oriel, 
was still a pagan. Her mother, a descendant of a 
noble family, was, on the other hand, a devout 
Christian, who was remarkable both for her piety 
and her great beauty. Dymphna was, like her 
mother, a paragon of beauty, and a most sweet 
and winning child, the “jewel” of her home. Every 
affection and attention was lavished upon her from 
birth. Heaven, too, favored the child with special 
graces. Dymphna was early placed under the care 
and tutelage of a pious Christian woman, who 
prepared her for baptism, which was conferred by 
the saintly priest, Father Gerebran. The latter seems 
to have been a member of the household, and later 
taught little Dymphna her letters along with the 
truths of religion. Dymphna was a bright and eager 
pupil, and advanced rapidly in wisdom and grace. 
When still very young, Dymphna, like so many 
other noble Irish maidens before and after her, 
being filled with fervor and love for Jesus Christ, 
chose Him for her Divine Spouse and consecrated 
her virginity to Him and to His Blessed Mother 
by a vow of chastity. 


T was not long, however, until an unexpected 
] cloud overshadowed the happy childhood of the 
beautiful girl. She lost her good mother by death. 
Many were the secret tears she shed over this 
bereavement, but at the same time she found great 


Latroness of the Nervous 


BY REV. AUSTIN W. SCULLY 


comfort in the Divine Faith which, though she was 
still of tender age, already had taken deep root. 

Dymphna’s father, too, greatly mourned his de- 
ceased wife and for a long time continued prostrate 
with grief. At length he was persuaded by his 
counsellors to seek solace in a second marriage. 
So he commissioned certain ones of his court to 
seek out for him a lady who would be like his 
first spouse in beauty and character. After visit- 
ing many countries in vain, the messengers returned 
saying that they could find none so charming and 
amiable as his own lovely daughter, Dymphna. 
Giving ear to their base suggestions, the king con- 
ceived the evil design of marrying Dymphna. With 
persuasive and flattering words he manifested his 
purpose to her. Dymphna, as may be expected, 
was greatly horrified at the suggestion, and asked 
for a period of forty days to consider the proposal. 
She immediately betook herself to Father Gerebran, 
who advised her to flee from her native country, 
and since the danger was imminent, he urged her 
to make no delay. 


1TH all speed, therefore, she set out for the 
Wleter accompanied by Father Gerebran, 
the court jester and his wife. After a favorable 
passage, they arrived on the coast near the present 
city of Antwerp. Having stopped for a short rest, 
they resumed their journey and came to a little 
village named Gheel. Here they were hospitably 
received and began to make plans for establishing 
their future abode at the place. 

The king, in the meantime, having discovered 
Dymphna’s flight, was fearfully angry, and imme- 
diately set out with his followers in search of the 
fugitives. After some time, they were traced to 
Belgium and their place of refuge was located. At 
first, Dymphna’s father tried to persuade her to 
return with him, but Father Gerebran sternly re- 
buked him for his wicked intentions, whereupon 
he gave orders that Father Gerebran should be put 
to death. Without delay, his wicked retainers laid 
violent hands upon the priest and struck him on 
the neck with a sword. With one blow of the 
steel the head was severed from the shoulders 
and another glorious martyr went to join the il- 
lustrious heroes of Christ's kingdom. 

Further attempts on the part (Cont. on page 17) 
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A completed Burse of Five Thousand Dollars 
insures the education of a Graymoor Friar 
and enables him to reach his goal—the Altar 


mcom pleted 
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Honor your 
favorite Saint 











In many parts of the country zoning laws are making 


it impossible to build the new schools and churches 


that are so necessary to the proper training of our 


children and the religious needs of our grownups 


You Can’t Build 
a Church Here 


BY PAUL BRINDEL 


“You can't build a church or parish school in our 
town!” 


HIS ultimatum comes not from behind the 

Iron Curtain, but from the Supreme Courts 

of Wisconsin and California. Furthermore, the 

Supreme Court of the United States has twice 
refused to upset these decisions! 

Thirty years ago, the United States Supreme 
Court held unconstitutional an Oregon law which 
prohibited private schools. That decision nullified a 
state law. These latest cases and scores of others 
since 1925, are based upon local zoning laws, the 
first of which was enacted by New York City in 
1916. Since then, zoning laws have spread across 
the nation so that today a large proportion of the 
American people reside in zoned territory. 

The original idea and purpose behind zoning 
laws was excellent. They permit a city, town, vil- 
lage or county in the interest of the general welfare, 
to limit the class of structures erected, and the 
kind of business within a definite area or zone. The 
first zoning laws had rough going when their con- 
stitutionality was attacked in the courts. One of the 
first decisions was by the Texas Supreme Court, 
November 21, 1921. It slapped down the first Dallas 
zoning ordinance which had stopped construction 
of a warehouse in a residential district. The Texas 
court said: 


ucH city ordinance is held unconstitutional as an 
S unwarranted invasion of the rights of private 
property and not to be suffered under the guise 
of the police power.” 

Compare this forthright 1921 language and judi- 
cial attitude with that of a Los Angeles decision 
only 19 years later, which said: 


“Zoning laws may take into consideration factors 
which bear no relation to the public health, safety 
or morals, but which come within the meaning of 
the broader term, ‘general welfare.’ It deals with 
many uses of property which are in no way harmful.” 

You don't have to be a lawyer to realize how 
easy it has been for local bigots to take advantage 
of this extreme scope of zoning laws. Until recently 
in a score of cases which stopped in the appellate 
courts of Illinois, New York, Ohio, Florida, Indiana, 
Texas, Arizona, Pennsylvania, New Jersey, Michi- 
gan, Alabama, Oregon, Nevada, Minnesota and 
West Virginia, the forces of religious intolerance 
were soundly trounced. Unfortunately, in the only 
two zoning law appeals involving a church and a 
religious school, to be carried to the United States 
Supreme Court, the bigots have won! 


RUE, these were negative victories, in that appeals 

from California and Wisconsin were dismissed 
“for want of a substantial federal question,” and 
without the Supreme Court ever actually consider- 
ing the merits of the appeals. Nevertheless, bigotry 
triumphed! It is the old story of what started out 
to be a good law with the best of intentions, being 
perverted to stop a Mormon church in California 
and a Lutheran high school in Wisconsin. 

The first religious zoning law case to reach the 
United States Supreme Court, had its beginning 
seven years ago in Porterville, California, a city of 
8,000 in the San Joaquin Valley. Porterville adopted 
a zoning ordinance excluding all churches from one 
residential district. The Mormons sought a court 
order to compel the city to issue a building permit 
for a church upon land owned by the church before 
enactment of the zoning law. In 1949, the District 
Court of Appeal decided against (Cont. on page 16) 
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Another tale of the Canadian bush country 





with mother, Stanley and Rosie and Papa, 


the broken seed spreader, the injured ox, the early 


‘ t frost, and what to do with 40 dollars 
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That night, after everyone ° 
else was asleep, I got up 
quietly and lit the coal-oil lamp 














PAIN KILLER 


BY JOHN PATRICK GILLESE 


Low1nc in the Alberta bush country gave you 

time to worry without being disturbed. I 
needed it that spring of ’23. I had so many 
worries I could classify them. 

Around the barnyard, I worried about Pa and 
the homestead. On the land, I kept worrying about 
how far Jay Cramer—our neighbor across the line- 
fence—was getting ahead of us. Jay always seemed to 
beat us in everything, something that infuriated 
Father more than all the other troubles of home- 
steading together. The rest of the time, | worried 
about Mr. Wrycjoski’s daughter, Rose. 

I never suspected a man like Mr. Wrycjoski 
could possibly have a daughter like Rose, till she 
came up from Saskatchewan, where she'd been look- 
ing after her grandmother. The first Sunday after- 
noon | talked to Rose, she was pining to go back to 
Saskatchewan. By the second visit, she said she was 
getting very fond of the Alberta bush country. Some- 
how, by the time spring plowing started, we were 
talking about getting married and leaving our parents 
to shift for themselves. 

“It’s driving me berserk, washing dishes, cooking, 
slopping pigs, working all the time, darling,” Rose 
had said, on my last visit. It was hard to reason with 
Rose, especially when she had her arms around your 
neck and was talking a blue streak. Of late, each 
time I left her I had the strange feeling that I was 
practically a married man with a starving wife and 
kids (Rose thought about nine would be a nice fam- 
ily, for a start ) and not even a house to put them in. 

Dad had promised me a share of the crop last 
year—till the frost came. Harder than the dense bush 
and the endless work or even the death of your ani- 
mals, it was to see your grain, one day waving high 
and heavy in the August heat, then suddenly white 
and lifeless in the wind. Since the frost, all Father 
could promise me was the utter ruination of our 
homesteading career if I didn’t start using my head. 
It was no use telling Father using my head wouldn't 
stop frost—I guess he just had to pick on someone 
when things went wrong. 


tT the land’s end again, I interrupted my worrying 
Aitrietty to rise on the sulky plow and stand with 
my right foot on the trip (the trip-catch was broken ) 
while MacDuff, our best ox, jostled his three com- 
panions heavily onto the stubble. 


“Stan-ley!” 

Faintly on the aimless wind, I heard my father 
calling from the barnyard. His voice sounded a bit 
hoarse, and I wondered if he'd been calling long. 
“Stan-n----” 

“All-l right! Coming!” 

Unhitching the oxen for dinner, I suddenly no- 
ticed MacDuff “favoring” his left shoulder. When I 
edged my hand under the sweat pad, my fingers 
came out sticky with blood. Knowing Father, I sud- 
denly acquired a new worry. 

The oxen headed for the yard at a speed out of 
all ratio to the way they headed for the field. We 
were in front of the barn in five minutes. My kid 
brothers took over. Bub was already hurrying to fill 
the mangers with the last of the musty greenfeed 
from the stack bottom. As Ed uncoupled them, each 
ox moved mechanically to the rusty wooden water 
trough, drank slowly, then found his right stall in the 
barn. 


WENT over to the old seeder, which Pa was repair- 
| ing, wondering how he was feeling. Pa had been 
cooking four weeks already; and as Mother said, a 
man sees things differently when he has to eat his 
own cooking. In the days when Mother was well, 
Father used to fascinate us with stories about his 
campfire cooking back on the Kansas plains. So when 
Mother got ill, Father was the unanimous choice 
for cook. 

“You're sure getting the seeder into shape, Pa,” 
I said cheerfully, wondering if MacDuff’s shoulder 
would miraculously heal in an hour. 

“Aw, the inferno with it,” said my father. “This 
old wreck was done five years ago, Stanley, and your 
catching it on a fence post last spring didn’t help it 
any. I planned on a new one this year, but having 
to buy seed grain sets a man back, Stanley. Much as 
I detest that crooked little Jay Cramer, do you see 
how smart he is? He didn’t rush to sell his grain like 
all the other homesteaders. Not Cramer! He kept 
plenty back, knowing that some day the opportun- 
ity would come to double the price. Stanley, much as 
I detest that little reprobate, I can’t help but think 
you might do well to emulate him. There are always 
unforeseen ways of using your head to turn a dollar. 
But here you are, grown to man-size, and you haven't 


even filed on a piece of land (Cont. on page 18) 
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Significant .. . not superficial ...a beautiful gold leaf certificate and a picture of St. Francis 
embracing the crucified Christ beautifully printed in four colors and enclosed in a 
gold stamped maroon double folder that has the soft-like feeling of kid leather 
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P GRAYMOOR 

iii — 

An ideal way in which to help your beloved dead is by enrolling them in the Gray- 
moor Purgatorial Society. The living may also be enrolled and participate in the 
spiritual benefits during life and after death. These benefits are: Remembrance in 


6,000 masses offered yearly for the Purgatorial members and a remembrance 
in 30,000 other masses, also in the prayers and the spiritual work of the Friars 





PURGATORIAL SOCIETY 
Franciscan Friars of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, New York Full payment $ Partial payment $ 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find enrollment as I have indicated below: 





ne aliens Single membership $5.00 ne a as Family membership—Living and Deceased—$25.00 
ke eee eee wee oibhtis iesdiddl. Enrolled by. 

CS — eciaieiuiinapiaecamansieeaaahds eee Le ane 
City eases 6S le eae ae a City. Zone. State 
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One Faith-One 


Jubilee of Reunion, This year marks 
the twenty-fifth anniversary of the 
reunion movement among members 
of the Syro-Malankarese rite in south- 
ern India. In 1930 Mar Ivanios came 
into the Church with four others. 
When he died in 1953 nearly 80,000 
had followed him into the One Fold. 
And it seems that millions more who 
are still separated with their clergy 
and bishops give solid hope of their 
return in the near future. A short 
time before he died Mar Ivanios said: 
“Even after reaching heaven I will 
do my best for the progress of the 
Reunion Movement.” 

Mar lIvanios visited the United 
States and came to Graymoor in 1947. 
He had known Father Paul as early 
as 1932 and respected him as a mod- 
ern apostle of Unity. 

Ceremonies were held in Rome in 
September in honor of the jubilee of 
the Reunion movement in India at- 
tended by Mar Gregorios, Archbishop 
of Trivandrum and head of the Mal- 
ankara rite and successor of Mar 
Ivanios. Mar Gregorios attended the 
Eucharistic Congress in Rio de Ja- 
neiro in July and visited the United 
States on his journey back to India by 
way of the Eternal City. 


Tenth Anniversary of Unitas. Another 
important milestone has been reached 
in the work of Christian Unity on the 
occasion of the tenth anniversary of 
the Unitas Association in Rome. Since 
its beginning in 1945 under the bless- 
ing of Pope Pius XII as “a good and 
opportune enterprise” and with his 
wishes “for the best success for the 
glory of God” the Association has 
developed and widened its scope. The 
Association publishes a quarterly re- 
view in three editions (French, Italian, 
and English) and Unitas groups have 
been founded in Italy, France, Bel- 
gium, Canada, and Istanbul. New 
branches in England, Malta, and the 
United States are pending. 

In order to celebrate the anniver- 
sary in a fitting manner the Unitas 
Association in cooperation with the In- 
ternational Marian Academy in Rome 
has arranged a program of activities 
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for October 30, 31, and November 1. 
The first day of the meeting will be 
dedicated to the Church in the perse- 
cuted sections of the world; the sec- 
ond will deal with the Blessed Virgin 
Mary as the hope of Christian unifi 
cation; the third will be given to a 
symposium treating of the scope of 
the Unitas Association with particular 
problems in Christian Unity work. 
Solemn pontifical liturgy in the Byz- 
antine rite will be offered in the 
Basilica of St. Mary Major during the 
meeting. 


Pope Urban VIII and the Ukrainians. 
Six centuries ago Pope Urban VIII 
made the following statement to 
Methodius Terlesky, the Ukrainian 
bishop of Kholm: “O my Ukrainians, 
through you I hope that the East will 
be converted.” The same desire is 
applicable to the present situation of 
the millions of Orthodox still sepa- 
rated from the Holy See. The Cath- 
olics of the Eastern rites will form 
the bridge by which Russia and other 
nations of the so-called East will re- 
turn to the faith. These Catholics of 
the East have the true faith with the 
West and the Byzantine rite of the 
East; when the “twain shall meet” it 
will be by means of the Catholics of 
the East. Indeed our Latin Catholics 
should respect and love their brethren 
of the East who possess the same 
faith and display the same obedience 
to the Holy Father that they do. All 
Catholics should pray for the return 
of those who are separated, especially 
those of the Eastern rites generally 
known as Orthodox. 


Orthodox Becomes Catholic. Accord- 
ing to a decree of the Sacred Con- 
gregation of the Propaganda (July 15, 
1876) when an Orthodox returns to 
the Church he is to become a member 
of an Eastern rite rather than the 
Latin. As the decree states: “The 
profession of heresy or schism (in 
which an Eastern Christian was born 
and reared) does not confer any right 
to pass over to the Latin rite. He re- 
mains in his Eastern Rite which he 
was following before he joined the 
heresy or schism. But he who was 
born in heresy or schism may choose 
any Eastern rite when he joins the 
Catholic Church. But the Eastern 
Catholic who fell away must return 
and remain in the original Eastern 
Rite when they re-embrace the Cath- 
olic faith.” 





“The Church is not an empire, es- 
pecially in the imperialistic sense 
usually given to that word today. In 
her program of progress and expan- 
sion, she follows a course directly 
opposed to that of modern imperial- 
ism. She progresses first and foremost 
in depth, then only in extension and 
breadth. What she seeks first is man 
himself; her influence penetrates the 
intimate heart of man; she is con 
cerned with man’s personal dignity as 
a free creature and with his infinitely 
higher dignity as a son of God.” 


—Pope Pius XII. 


Love for Souls in Schism. A very hol) 
Capuchin friar whose cause for beati 
fication has been introduced was Fr. 
Leopold of Castlenuovo who was keen- 
ly devoted to the Orthodox peoples. 
“The aim of my life,” he wrote, “must 
be to bring about the return of the 
Orthodox to unity with Holy Church. 
...In the spirit of faith and out of 
love for Our Lord I must be a victim 
of atonement for the sins of the world 
so that I can serve this great cause 
by the merit of my sacrifice. ... 1 will 
employ every means in my power to 
brief young apostles who will engage 
in this work of reunion.” 

Father Leopold was born May 12, 
1864 and died at Padua in 1942. He 
longed to go beyond the Adriatic Sea 
for this apostolate of souls, but his 
territory was confined to the confes- 
sional. Someone who knew of his 
desires for mission work told him: 
“Father, your work is here in the 
confessional. This is your Orient.” 


We should like to remind our readers 
of the feast of St. Josaphat which 
occurs on November 14; he is surely 
a patron in the work of reunion. Pray 
to him that he may intercede for the 
return of millions of so-called Ortho- 
dox now separated from unity with 
the Chair of Peter. 
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From tHE TIME OF 
Father Paul and Mother Lurana down, 
Pope St. Pius has always been par- 
ticularly dear to the Friars and Sisters 
of the Atonement. It was he who 
granted to the Society of the Atone- 
ment the privilege of keeping its iden- 
tity and who blessed its good works 
when the tiny band asked to be re- 
ceived into communion with the See 
of Peter in 1909. We have always felt 
that, as he was our protector and bene- 
factor during his life upon earth, so he 
is still our protector and benefactor in 
Heaven. 

Our link to him is direct. Our pres- 
ent Cardinal Protector, His Eminence 
Nicola Cardinal Canali was for many 
years secretary to Cardinal Merry del 
Val, the personal friend and Secretary 
of State of Pope St. Pius. It was Car- 
dinal Merry del Val whose plea, 
“Holy Father, let them in” opened the 
Gates of St. Peter for the then An- 
glican Society of the Atonement. 

Consequently it was with great joy 
that we celebrated the Feast of Pope 
St. Pius on September 3rd. In every 
one of our houses we had a Solemn 
High Mass and appropriate ceremo- 
nies in his honor. Incidentally, we 
begged Pope St. Pius to bless not only 
the Friars and Sisters of the Atone- 
ment, but also all of our friends and 
benefactors among whom you sub- 
scribers to THE LAMP are numbered. 

It is interesting to note that Pope 
St. Pius has been very good to his 
clients. The mail we receive here at 
Graymoor bears that out. Recently we 
had a letter from a woman-—she attrib- 
uted the fact that she was relieved of 
very painful breast tumors to wearing 
the medal of Pope St. Pius which had 
been touched to his body. She gave 
the same medal to a woman who 
almost died in child-birth and after 





Fraters Kevin and Adrian 
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wearing it the woman recovered. The 
baby is doing fine too. 

We still have a few of these medals 
touched to the body of Pope St. Pius. 
If you would like one and will give us 
your name and address we will be 
glad to send you one. There aren't 
very many, though, and so it will 
have to be first come first served. tT 


I T DOES SEEM A LITTLE 
late to be talking about something 
that happened around the first of Sep- 
tember in the November issue of THE 
Lamp, but really there isn’t very much 
that we can do about it. We have to 
prepare the Graymoor Annals at least 
six weeks before the magazine is 
issued. Most of the time we try to 
prophesy and generally we don't do 
too badly and we are able to eliminate 
the time lag between the event and its 
publication. Other times, though, we 





Bro. Louis Brucker, T.S.A. 


do have to wait until the event hap- 
pens and in such a case we are faced 
with a bit of a dilemma—whether to 
include in the Graymoor Annals an 
event whose news value is small or to 
leave it out entirely. But there are 
some events and happenings at Gray- 
moor that really we can’t leave out 
because we use the Graymoor Annals 
as an historical record of our Society. 

Such happenings took place on 
September 8th, the Nativity of the 
Blessed Mother. In the morning, after 
Solemn High Mass in Our Lady of 
the Atonement Pilgrimage Chapel, 
two of our Friar Clerics, Fra. Kevin 
MecMorrow and Fra. Adrian Rama- 
nauskas, took their Perpetual Vows as 
Friars of the Atonement, binding 
themselves to live in poverty, chastity 
and obedience under our Rule and 
Constitution for the rest of their lives. 

Fra. Kevin came to Graymoor in 













































































September 1945 and Fra. Adrian in 
September of 1948. They completed 
their classical studies at Saint John’s 
Atonement Seminary in 1951 and re- 
ceived the Holy Habit of our Society 
at Our Lady of the Atonement Novi- 
tiate in Valley Falls, Rhode Island in 
July, 1951 and a year later made their 
First Profession. Since then they have 
completed two years of philosophy at 
St. Joseph’s Friary, Saranac Lake, N. 
Y., and a year of Sacred Theology at 
the Atonement Seminary in Washing- 
ton. 

Fra. Kevin came to us from Brook- 
lyn, N. Y. having completed his gram- 
mar school couyses at Saint Matthew’s 
School there. Fra. Adrian attended 


-Our Lady of Good Counsel School in 


Baltimore, Md., and took three years 
high school work at the Baltimore 
Polytechnic Institute. Both friars have 
begun their second year of Sacred 
Theology at the Atonement Seminary 
in Washington. 

That same afternoon we conducted 
the departure ceremony for Fr. Paci- 
ficus Von Essen, S:A. who left im- 
mediately afterwards for his new 
assignment in our Foreign Mission 
territory in Japan. 

The departure ceremony, though 
rather short, is very impressive. The 
whole Graymoor Community, priests, 
brothers and postulants, went to the 
chapel. in procession. The Celebrant, 
the Very Rev. Father General, with 
the Deacon and the sub-Deacon, 
Fathers Bonaventure and Samuel, sat 
on the Epistle side of the Sanctuary, 
while Father Michael Sugrue, S.A. 
preached the sermon. When the ser- 
mon was finished, the ministers went 
to the altar where the Father General 
sat down and read the letter of obedi- 
ence and appointment to Father Paci- 




















ficus who was kneeling below. Then 
we all sang the Itinerarium, or the 
prayers for a safe journey. Father 
Pacificus turned around and received 
the kiss of peace from all of the mem- 
bers of the Community. We concluded 
the ceremony with Solemn Benedic- 
tion and left the church singing the 
Covenant Hymn composed by Father 
Paul. 

Father Pacificus, the eldest son of 
Mr. and Mrs, A. Von Essen, is a grad- 
uate of Blessed Sacrament School in 
Cypress Hills, N. Y. He attended St. 
John’s Atonement Seminary at Gray- 
moor and the Catholic University of 
America. Since his ordination in June 
1953, Father Pacificus has been on 
the faculty of St. John’s Atonement 
Seminary, Montour Falls, N. Y. as 
Librarian and instructor in English 
and Elocution. In his latest assign- 
ment, Father is joining fifteen other 
Friars of the Atonement in the Yoko- 
hama diocese. During the seven year 
period since we went to this, our first 
foreign mission, we have opened six 
churches and one school. 

Incidentally, Father Pacificus cele- 
brated the Solemn High Mass at 
which Fras. Kevin and Adrian took 
their final vows. The sub-Deacon of 
that Mass was Fra. Peter Von Essen, 
O.F.M. Cap., brother to Father Paci- 
ficus. tT 


Ix vue April 1951 
issue of THe Lamp, Fr. David Gan- 
non, S.A. the author of the life of our 


Departure and Final Profession Mass. Fr. Boniface Riedmann, 











Fr. Alan Mohan, S.A., Fr. Luke Fisher, S.A. and Fr. Theophane Murphy, S.A. at 


Gardiner Mines 


Founder, “Father Paul of Graymoor” 
paid a well deserved tribute of praise 
to the Graymoor Brothers who have 
done so much to build Graymoor and 
to make its works prosperous. In that 
article the following paragraphs ap- 
pear: 

“Seventeen years ago a young man 
came to Graymoor to enter the ranks 


>. 





S.A., Fr. Clement 


St. Jacques, S.A., Fr. Pacificus Von Essen, S.A., Fra. Peter Von Essen, O.M. Cap. 
Rear, Bro. Patrick, S.A. 
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of the Tertiary Brothers, He is known 
today as Brother Louis Brucker. We 
believe he has a unique distinction. 
For “Brother Louie” as he is called, 
is well know in every skid-row and 
jungle in the United States. 
Why? Because for many years he has 
been assigned to St. Christopher's Inn 
at Graymoor where he has assisted 
various priests, directors of the Inn, to 
care for the unfortunate men who 
have sought its hospitality. Not only 
is he remembered in these places, but 
he is also remembered by many men 
who, after a short stay at the Inn, 
have found courage and faith to face 
life again and to “make the grade”. 

Brother Louie is a powerful man, 
six feet high and weighing over 200 
Ibs. He is a harbinger of peace as 
he walks through the Inn. The nem- 
esis of disorder of any kind, yet with 
all he is known for his kindness, 
patience and charity as he strives to 
imitate the example of Father Paul 
who, in his dealings with the home- 
less and dishonored, was an apostle 
of charity.” 

Brother Louis served God faithfully 
as a Tertiary Brother of the Society 
of the Atonement for the past 21 
years. He had suffered for quite some 
time from diabetes and, though he was 
a big man, his heart was not strong. 
As Father David mentions, he spent 
most of his time in charge of the men 
at.the Inn. He had only three other 
assignments: for a short time‘ he was 
at our Farm, then at our Major Sem- 
inary in Washington for a little over a 
year where he (Cont. on page 16) 


hobo 
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(From page 15) acted as custodian of 
the property and finally for the past 
two years at our house of Philosophy 
in Saranac Lake as cook. Brother 
Louis died in Saranac Lake. He was 
buried at Graymoor on September 
10th. 

May we ask all of you, our readers, 
to say a special prayer for the repose 
of the soul of this faithful servant of 
the Lord. The Very Rev. Father Gen- 
eral was celebrant of the Funeral 
Mass. Father Bonaventure, S.A., the 
Vicar General, was Deacon and Fath- 
er Ignatius, the present Director of St. 
Christopher's Inn, where Brother Louis 
worked so long, was sub-Deacon. 

Brother Louis is survived by his 
aunt, Mrs. Anna Reiner of the Bronx. T 


Two years aco His 
Excellency, Bishop MacDonald of 
Nova Scotia established Our Lady of 
the Atonement Retreat House in Gar- 
diner Mines and entrusted it to our 
care. Under the supervision of Fr. 
Theophane Murphy, S.A., the Retreat 
House itself was constructed. Nearby, 
and also in the care of the Friars is 
St. James Church. Father Theophane 
is Administrator of the Church and 
Superior of the Retreat House. Assist- 
ing are Frs. Luke Fischer, S.A., Alan 
Mohan, S.A. and Celestine Leahy, 
S.A., together with Bros. Cyprian, S.A. 
and Pascal, S.A. 

It has been our desire for a long 
time to have a statue of Our Lady of 
the Atonement standing on the lawn 
immediately in front of the Retreat 
House. We have been desirous also 
of having an outdoor set of the Sta- 
tions of the Cross in the large open 
field to the rear. 

Recently Father Theophane was 
able to obtain and erect the statue 
and the Stations of the Cross, and 
Bishop MacDonald officiated at their 
solemn blessing. A crowd of well over 
1000 men was on hand for the cere- 
monies. In the talk that he gave, Bish- 
op MacDonald congratulated the 
Friars and Father Theophane on the 
achievements of the first two years, 
remarking particularly on the great 
number of retreatants who have used 
the new facilities and the great phys- 
ical improvements which have been 
effected since his last visit. He ex- 
pressed the hope that the future would 
fulfill even greater promise. Speaking 
directly to the men who were present 
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the Bishop told them that they were 
all called upon by Christ to be apos- 
tles and that their apostolate con- 
sisted in living good religious lives. 
He also expressed the desire to see 
even more and more men of Cape 
Breton making weekend retreats. t 





YOU CAN'T BUILD A CHURCH 

(From page 9) the Mormons, as 
did the California Supreme Court 
and the United States Supreme Court. 
This Porterville case made legal his- 
tory. For the first time, the highest 
courts had ruled that local zoning 
laws do apply to churches! All pre- 
vious state court decisions had been 
otherwise. Still worse was to follow! 

Two years ago, Lutherans in Wau- 
watosa, Wisconsin sought a building 
permit for a high school in a residen- 
tial district in which there were pub- 
lic schools but in which private high 
schools were banned. The city build- 
ing inspector refused the permit, and 
the local Circuit court *issued a writ 
to compel him to do so. Wauwatosa 
city officials appealed to the Wis- 
consin Supreme Court. In a 5 to 2 
decision last year, Wisconsin’s highest 
court held that while a public school 
promotes the general welfare of the 
community, private schools do not! 
On April 25, the United States Su- 
preme Court dismissed the Lutheran 
appeal “for want of a substantial fed- 
eral question.” It was for this identical 
reason, that the Supreme Court re- 
fused to intervene in the Porterville 
case. 

Does this mean that Catholics, Prot- 
estants and Jews must now expect 
churches, schools and other religious 
institutions to be increasingly har- 
assed? Not at all! Two battles have 
been lost: the war still can be won! 

Now pending before the California 
Supreme Court is a case which is 
expected to reverse the trend of these 
Mormon and Lutheran decisions, and 
as in 1925 bring a ringing affirmation 
of religious freedom. Two years ago, 
Corpus Christi parish, only Catholic 
church in Piedmont, a swank suburb 
of San Francisco, sought to build the 
first parochial school in that commun- 
ity of twelve thousand. A_ building 
permit was refused because Pied- 
mont’s zoning laws exclude private 
schools from Zone A which embraces 
98.71 percent of the city’s 1152 acres. 
Corpus Christi church and adjoining 
school site are in this Zone A. In the 
remaining 1.29 percent of Piedmont’s 
area, there is no vacant land suffi- 
ciently large for a school. 

Acting for the parish, the Roman 
Catholic Welfare Corporation of San 
Francisco asked the District Court of 
Appeal ‘for a writ:to compel a build- 
ing permit. Representing the Church 


ONE 


was Andrew F. Burke, San Francisco 
attorney. Fifteen other lawyers, rep- 
resenting such diverse groups as the 
American Civil Liberties Union, the 
Jewish Welfare League and the Prot- 
estant Episcopal Bishop of California 
jumped into the fray to help Mr. 
Burke as “amici curiae,” which means, 
“friends of the court.” On January 24, 
the District Court of Appeal unanim- 
ously ordered Piedmont to issue a 
building permit for the parish school. 
Justices Dooling, Nourse and Kauf- 
man made it plain that: 

1. “Parents have a basic constitutional 
right to have their children edu- 
cated in schools of their own choice. 
“A city may not permit public 
elementary schools in a designated 
zone and at the same time consti- 
tutionally prohibit all other ele- 
mentary schools teaching the same 
subjects to the same age groups in 
the same area.” 

Undaunted, the City of Piedmont 
asked the California Supreme Court 
for a hearing, and on March 22, the 
court agreed tu hear Piedmont’s ap- 
peal. The case may be decided this 
Fall. Unquestionably, it will be car- 
ried to the United States Supreme 
Court at a cost of thousands of dollars 
to Piedmont taxpayers—Protestants, 
Jews, Catholics and _ non-believers. 
Fortunately, Mr. Burke’s position is 
just the reverse of the Porterville 
Mormons and Wisconsin Lutherans 
for it is Piedmont which is appealing 
a unanimous decision in favor of a 
Catholic school. Furthermore, Mr, 
Burke, and his legal ally, Albert C: 
Agnew, representing the Episcopalian 
bishop, have carefully “protected the 
record.” This means that they have 
vociferously raised the issue of the 
right to free exercise of religion as 
guaranteed by the First Amendment 
to the Constitution of the United 
States, and by Article 1 of the Con- 
stitution of California. 

Porterville is a tragic example of 
what can happen when any one 
church or minority group puts up a 
lone battle against restrictive zoning 
and local bigotry. Where were the 
other churches, the press and civic 
organizations when the Mormons were 
denied their rights in 1948? What 
happened to them, now prevents hun- 
dreds of Piedmont youngsters from 
receiving a Catholic education. In 
Nazi Germany, only a decade ago, 
Jews as they were hustled into con- 
centration camps for extermination, 
cried: “Today, us; tomorrow you!” 

Piedmont demonstrates what can 
happen in yours or any parish where 
there is no Catholic action at. the 
local level which is the appalling situ- 
ation today in scores of suburban 
communities. In 1936, the alarm bell 
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rang—it was obvious that the new 
Piedmont zoning law would exclude 
private schools from the city. A con- 
siderable majority opposes Corpus 
Christi school today. How long would 
this majority stand up against news- 
paper editorials, resolutions by the 
Chamber of Commerce, American 
Legion, Rotary, etc., plus “fair play” 
sermons in non-Catholic churches? 
How many Piedmont Protestants real- 
ize that local bigots used zoning laws 
to stop an Episcopal Seminary in 
Evanston, Illinois; a Jewish synagogue 
and home for the aged in Ohio; 
Jehovah’s Witnesses churches in Flor- 
ida and in Indiana, and dozens of 
other non-Catholic projects? True, 
these ultimately won out, but after 
months of litigation and thousands of 
dollars for attorneys and court costs. 
Only last January, the Porterville deci- 
sion was used to stop a $100,000 
Seventh Day Adventist church in Ross, 
another plush suburb of San Fran- 
cisco. 

What can you do to prevent your 
community from becoming another 
Piedmont, Porterville or Wauwatosa? 
Keep close tab on your local zoning 
laws. Beware of “innocent” amend- 
ments such as Piedmont’s in 1936, 
and in Bronxville, New York. In the 
latter community, the original zoning 
ordinance authorized educational and 
religious buildings in all residential 
districts. Subsequently, an amendment 
was slipped over requiring approval 
of 80 percent of adjoining property 
owners! 

Perhaps yours is one of hundreds 
of boom communities considering be- 
coming a city, town or village. Few 
advocates of such proposals have any 
concept of the evil possibilities of 
zoning laws. Section 9 of Article 1 of 
the Constitution of the United States 
reads: 

“No ex post facto law shall be 
passed.” The dictionary defines “ex 
post facto” as, “Made or done after 
something, but applying to it.” That is 
exactly what scores of zoning laws 
are. Both the Porterville Mormons 
and Piedmont Catholics owned the 
land before its use was restricted. 
Catholics are gullible indeed if they 
believe that because their parish owns 
land today, community bigots tomor- 
row won't be able to pervert local 
zoning laws to restrict the use of 
such land. It happened in Piedmont, 
Porterville and Wauwatosa. It can 
happen in your parish! 

As this is written, the forces of 
intolerance in Novato, another San 
Francisco suburb, are sponsoring an 
incorporation scheme which would 
give them control of local zoning, now 
administered by the county govern- 
ment. What do you suppose will hap- 


pen to a $25,000 parish school site, 
or to a hundred acres owned by a 
Religious Order in a community where 
no Catholic is permitted on the school 
board; Catholic membership is limited 
in the Rotary Club, and the local 
newspaper was sold in 1952 for $10,- 
000 less than offered by a Catholic 
buyer? 

“The condition upon which God 
hath given liberty to man is eternal 
vigilance.” So wrote John Philpot 
Curran in 1790. Never was this more 
true than today in respect to zoning 
laws. 





ST. DYMPHNA 

(From page 7) of Dymphna’s father 
to induce her to return with him 
proved fruitless. With undaunted cour- 
age she spurned his enticing promises 
and scorned his cruel threats. Infuri- 
ated by her resistance, the father 
drew a dagger from his belt and he 
himself struck off the head of his 
child. Recommending her soul to the 
mercy of God, the holy virgin fell 
prostrate at the feet of her insanely 
raving father. Thus the glorious crown 
of martyrdom was accorded to St. 
Dymphna in the fifteenth year of her 
age, on the fifteenth day of May, 
between 620 and 640. The day of 
her death has been assigned as her 
feastday. 

The records of Dymphna’s life and 
death say that the bodies of the two 
martyred saints lay on the ground for 
quite some time after their death, 
until the inhabitants of Gheel re- 
moved them to a cave, which was 
the customary manner of interment in 
that part of the world at the time 
of the martyrdoms. But after several 
years had elapsed, the villagers, re- 
calling their holy deaths, decided to 
give the bodies a more suitable burial. 
When the workmen removed the heap 
of black earth at the cave’s entrance, 
great was their astonishment to find 
two most beautiful tombs, whiter than 
snow, which were carved from stone, 
as if by angel hands. When the coffin 
of St. Dymphna was opened there 
was found lying on her breast a red 
tile bearing the inscription: “Here lies 
the holy virgin and martyr, Dymphna.” 
The remains of the saint were placed in 
a small church. Later necessity obliged 
the erection of the magnificent 
“Church of St. Dymphna” which now 
stands on the site where the bodies 
were first buried. St. Dymhna’s” 
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relics repose there in a_ beautiful 
golden reliquary. 

Miracles and cures began to occur 
in continually increasing numbers. 
Gradually St. Dymphna’s fame as 
patroness of victims of nervous dis- 
eases and mental disorders was spread 
from country to country. More and 
more mentally afflicted persons were 
brought to the shrine by relatives and 
friends, many coming in pilgrimages 
from far-distant places. Novenas were 
made, and St. Dymphna’s relic was 
applied to the patients. The remark- 
able cures reported caused confidence 
in the saint to grow daily. At first the 
patients were lodged in a small annex 
built onto the church. Then gradually 
it came about that the patients were 
placed in the homes of the families 
living in Gheel. From this beginning 
Gheel developed into a town world- 
famed for its care of the insane and 
mentally afflicted. An_ institution, 
called the “Infirmary of St. Eliza- 
beth,” which was conducted by the 
Sisters of St. Augustine, was later 
built for the hospital care of the 
patients. Most of the latter, after 
some time spent in the institution, 
are placed in one or other of the 
families of Gheel, where they lead 
a comparatively normal life. Every 
home in Gheel is proud to welcome 
to its inmost family circle such pa- 
tients as are ready to return to the 
environment of family Jife. Genera- 
tions of experience have given to the 
people of Gheel an intimate and 
tender skill in dealing with their 
charges, and their remarkable spirit 
of charity and Christlike love for these 
afflicted members of society gives to 
our modern-day world, so prone to 
put its whole reliance on science and 
to forget the principles of true Chris 
tian charity, a lesson the practice of 
which would do much to restore cer- 
tain types of mentally afflicted indi- 
viduals to an almost normal outlook 
on life. 

Renowned psychiatrists are in full 
agreement with this statement, and 
testify that a surprisingly large num- 
ber of patients could leave mental 
institutions if they could be assured 
of a sympathetic reception in the 
world, such as the people of Gheel 
take pride in showing. In fact, psy- 
chiatrists state that institutions can 
help certain cases only to a given 
extent, and when that point is reached, 
they must have help from persons 
outside the institution if the progress 
made in the institution is to have 
fruition. Gheel is the living confirma- 
tion of this statement.and an exemplar 
af the Gospel teachings on charity. tT 
Reprinted: from Tabernacle and Pur: 
gatory. é ‘(35s r 
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PAIN KILLER 
(From page 11) tor yourself.” 

“Father,” I said, “I think MacDuff’s 
left shoulder is soft.” 

My father crawled out from under 
the seeder. He gave me a look. He 
went to the barn, threw the harness 
off the big ox and critically examined 
MacDuff's left shoulder. Then he gave 
another look. 

“Stanley did you or didn’t you use 
the currycomb on him this morning?” 

“Well, I think so, Pa. I think his 
sweatpad’s too thin... 

“You think so?” said my father, in 
great surprise. “What with? 

“The good heavens above us and 
the inferno below us, Stanley,” con- 
tinued my father, “you'd think a fel- 
low come to your time of life would 
think about what he’s doing. You'd 
think——Good heaven!” said my father. 
“The dinner!” 

In the kitchen, Mother was up, to 
open the doors and take the smoking 
frying pan off the stove. She looked 
white and thin in her nightgown. 

“Nellie!” roared my father. “What're 
you doing out of bed? I can do all the 
cooking needed around here. You 
won't be helping me any by causing 
me a funeral bill.” 

“A body gets tired lying, Sam,” pro- 
tested my mother, but she went obedi- 
ently back to bed. After her opera- 
tion in March, the doctor said her 
heart wasn’t too strong; he ordered her 
to “lie” four months. It was hard on 
Mother, knowing there was so much 
work to do. 

I took her in a plate of dinner and 
heard Bub ask Father what something 
was. “That,” I heard my father say, 
“is fried bacon—eat it!” Ed said en- 
thusiastically it was like eating on the 
Kansas plains. Ed believed that flat- 
tery could relieve a person of many 
distasteful tasks in life, such as wash- 
ing dishes when Mother was sick. 

I helped Mother get propped up 
comfortably. I told her about a pair 
of mallards swimming in the upper 
slough and how warm it was outside. 
“The blackbirds are back, too. A flock 
of them follows the plow.” 

“Well,” said my mother, “it’s the 
20th of April.” Mother always knew 
when to expect the birds back. She 
never let Ed and Bub shoot crows, she 
was so glad to see them after the long 
Canadian winter. 

“The grass is greening—all the 
sloughs are real green. The poplars are 
getting catkins. There’s bush fires up 
north; you can smell them on the 
wind.” 

“Alberta’s lovely in spring,” said my 
mother wistfully. “A body likes to be 
up enjoying it. Eat your own dinner, 
Stanley; it’s no good to you cold.” 

Father was worrying about the 
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seeder again. “If we could get six new 
spouts for it, it would do another year, 
I think. But there’s small sense talking 
about that.” 

Money, always scarce in the Alberta 
bushland, was non-existent that year. 
The homesteaders lived a life as tough 
as that of any pioneers; and sometimes 
it seemed incredible to me that once 
you got to the railhead, now only 
thirteen miles from the valley, you 
could board the twice-weekly train 
apd be in Edmonton in five hours. 


Dinner finished, Dad pushed back 
his chair. “Bub—and Ed—see if your 
mother wants anything further; then 
do the dishes. Nellie, stay in bed. 
Stanley, get out and rub that beast’s 
shoulder with pain-killer.” 

The package we'd got the fall be- 
fore had never been opened. It sat on 
the header above the barn door, along 
with bits of leather, rivets and har- 
ness buckles. On the outside of the 
box it said: LOKUM’s PAIN-KILLER 
LINIMENT—The Standard Remedy 
For Over A Century. For Toothache, 
Neuralgia, Sore Back, Sprains, Rheu- 
matism. Especially Good For Live 
stock. Not To Be Taken Internally. 

Inside the box was a voluminous 
wrapper printed in eight languages. 
I started to read the English version, 
and suddenly my heart skipped a beat. 

Lokum’s had a contest on. First 
prize was $100—cash! Second was $75. 
Third $40... . All you had to do was 
write a jingle about their pain-killer 
and enclose one wrapper with each 
entry. They had printed a sample of 
the kind of jingle that might win: 


“When from pain. you need a rest, 
Lokum’s Liniment is best.” 


Prize-winning entries would. be 
judged on their aptitude, originality 
and sincerity of thought. Jingles could 
not be more than ten lines. Closing 
date was May first. 

“Father!” I ran out of the barn, 
waving the folder “Father...” 

My father was just crawling under 
the seeder. He crawled out again. 

“What the inferno have you done 
now?” he said. “Killed the ox?” 

I explained to Father about the con- 
test and the necessity of getting my 
entry in immediately. “Just like you 
said, Pa—unforeseen opportunities 
always arise. We'll all think up jin- 
gles——” 

“For the love of heaven, Stanley,” 
said my father, “will you use your 
head? We're homesteaders—not jin- 
glers.” 

“But, Father, I’ve got real talent for 
this sort of thing. It springs naturally 
from my appreciation of music. Re- 
member in school...” 


ONE 


“Stanley,” interrupted my father, 
“would it be asking too much of you 
to acquire an appreciation of what 
youre doing? Now, get that ox 
rubbed. Put the sweat pad on him. 
Take half-furrows the rest of the day.” 
My father pushed his hands through 
his hair. “I'd plow myself and leave 
you here, but you'd put the seeder up 
so the inventor himself couldn't make 
it run again.” 


The oxen plodded down the field. 
Last year’s stubble crisped in the after- 
noon sun. I thought about the prizes, 
the pain-killer and Pa. Mostly I 
thought about what that hundred dol- 
lars would do to Pa’s opinion of my 
practicality. 

Lulled half-asleep by the squeak of 
the coulter, I soon had a magnificent 
jingle thought out. 


“Lokum’s killed our ox’s pain; 
And he still lives to plow again.” 


By quitting time, though, it didn’t 
seem quite so good. All through sup- 
per, all through chores, I thought 
about Lokum’s. I even managed to 
carry on an intelligent conversation 
with Father, though once he said sus- 
piciously that I was looking like a 
mesmerized rabbit. That night, after 
everyone else was asleep, I got up 
quietly and lit the coal-oil lamp. By 
the time the April sky was lighting to 
apple-green in the east, my best jin- 
gle was finished. 


“When Grampa was bothered with 
pain, 

He'd say ‘twas a sure sign of rain. 

Now Lokum’s each day 

Keeps his miseries away, 

And we've lost: a fine weather-vane.” 


The Easter holidays were over, and 
Monday morning Ed and Bub had to 
start back to school again. On the 
strength of my promise to buy fish- 
hooks for Ed and a harmonica for Bub, 
they offered to mail the jingle for me. 
That night they trudged home, swing- 
ing their old lard lunchpails and look- 
ink extremely pessimistic. All the 
schoolkids, it appeared, were mailing 
jingles for their parents. 

“Some of them,” said my brothers, 
eying me as if I had betrayed them, 
“mailed ten.” 

By May 10th, ducks were stretch- 
ing lazily on every slough and the wil- 
lows, green with leaf, leaned towards 
the still waters. The harrowing was 
done—miraculously without mishap— 
and Father opined it was time to be 
getting the wheat in on last year’s 
breaking. 

The great hope that had continued 
to beat in my heart till May Ist was 
gone. Twice weekly the mail was 
hauled to Wild (Cont. on page 20) 
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THE STATUE OF ST. ANTHONY in the 
Franciscan Church of the saint in 
Rio de Janeiro has received military 
honors. The people sought his inter- 
cession in 1710 to drive out the 
French and when their prayers were 
answered, they felt that they should 
honor their patron in some fitting 
way. 

Therefore representations were 
made in official quarters and St. An- 
thony was created a captain of the 
Portuguese army and his salary turned 
over each month to the friary for 
decorating the church and defraying 
the expenses on the saint’s feast day 
on June 13. In 1810 St. Anthony was 
promoted to the rank of major. In 
1814 he became a lieutenant colonel 
and at the same time decorated with 
the Grand Cross of the Order of 
Christ. Unfortunately his pay was 
stopped in 1914, 


In mosaic, The new shrine church of 
St. Anthony in Boston will have a 
large mosaic of the saint done by 
Costante Crovatto of College Point, 
Long Island. The large work of art 
will be cemented into the walls of the 
shrine. 


IN ST. PATRICK'S CATHEDRAL. Father 
Paul, our founder, used to say that 
there were more candles burned in 
honor of St. Anthony in St. Patrick’s 
Cathedral in New York City than to 
any other saint. When we visited the 
great structure recently we thought of 
this observation and looked at the 
altar of our saint and patron toward 
the rear on the epistle side. Indeed 
many more candles were lit before 
St. Anthony’s shrine than any other 
saint, thus showing in a small way 
his ever-continuing popularity. 


“CHRIST RESTORED PEACE between 
men and angels; therefore they re- 
joiced when they found the cross 
upon which that peace was achieved. 
Christ conquered the enemies of the 
good angels and by the power of His 
divinity He keeps them and with the 
refulgence of His humility He fills 
them.”—St. Anthony of Padua. 


IN HIS SERMONS on Our Lady St. An- 
thony is said to have combined the 
humility and love of St. Francis ‘and 
the eloquence and learning of St. 
Dominic with the zeal and holiness 
of both. 


JoHN PECKHAM, archbishop of Canter- 
bury in the 13th century, wrote a life 
of St. Anthony that has been the 
source of many biographies of the 
saint. He is the patron of Belgian 
men, of the city of Padua, and of 
travellers. 


At St.Anthonv'’s Feet 


PRAYERS TO ST. ANTHONY FOR THE 
WEEK. Sunday. O almighty and eter- 
nal God, who didst enlighten St. An- 
thony from his earliest years, and didst 
preserve him from the dangers and 
temptations of this world; enlighten 
me also with a ray of divine love, 
that, seeing how all earthly delights 
are but passing shadows compared to 
Thee, O incomparable Beauty, 1 may 
fly from all sensual pleasures, and 
inspired by a living faith and ardent 
charity may seek only Thee. Amen. 
Our Father, Ha!] Mary, Glory. 


Monday. Divine Creator of all 
things and author of all true good, 
fill my heart with gratitude for all 
Thy benefits, especially for the Pre- 
cious Blood of our Lord Jesus, which 
He shed so abundantly in order to 
wipe out my sins, and inscribe my 
name in the Book of Life. Realizing 
my unworthiness I choose for my 
intercessor with Thee thy glorious 
and beloved servant, St. Anthony, 
whom Thou didst inflame with so 
great a desire of martyrdom as to 
gain for him the same reward as if he 
had really shed his blood for Thee. 
I beseech Thee to purify my soul 
from sin. Amen. Our Father, Hail 
Mary, Glory. 


Tuesday. St. Anthony, glorious ser- 
aph on fire with divine love, who 
seeking after solitude and contempla- 
tion a closer union with God, didst 
here on earth enjoy in anticipation the 
delights of heaven, I have recourse 
to thee. O faithful guide, beseeching 
thee now that thou hast attained to 
the Beatific Vision, to obtain that my 
soul may be delivered from the tyr- 
anny of sin and being led into solitude 
may be lifted up, as thou were, to 
the contemplation of divine things 
and may enjoy hereafter eternal bliss. 
Amen. Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory. 


Wednesday. O Blessed Anthony, 
luminous torch of the Holy Spirit, 
who didst conceal beneath the veil of 
simplicity and humility the knowledge 
implanted in thee by infinite wisdom 
and didst only reveal it in order to 
save souls, obtain for me a spark of 
this divine light, that following in 
thy footsteps I may never be led 
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away by vainglory, and, renouncing 
myself, have no other aim save the 
honor of God and the good of souls. 
Amen. Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory. 


Thursday. O Jesus my Saviour, in- 
finite wisdom, Who didst so flood the 
soul of Thy servant Anthony with 
divine light that he was enabled to 
discover the illusions and snares of 
Satan, however specious; I beseech 
Thee by his merits to enlighten me, 
so that I may never be led away by 
the false appearances and suggestions 
by which the enemy of souls seeks to 
enchain us. Discover to me the snares 
hidden beneath the flowers of sensual 
delights, ang incline my heart to the 
practice of virtue, that by Thy grace 
I may attain to life eternal. Amen. 
@ur Father, Hail Mary, Glory. 


‘ 

Friday. O my most faithful advo- 
cate, St. Anthony, model of sanctity, 
to whom was granted so many heav- 
enly favors, I beseech thee to obtain 
for me from our Lord and Redeemer 
a fervent love for His. Sacred Heart 
and dolorous Passion, so that mortify- 
ing my sense, I may take up my cross 
and become, as thou were, His true 
disciple. Amen. Our Father, Hail 
Mary, Glory. 


Saturday. St. Anthony, dove of holi- 
ness and simplicity, thy spotless in- 
nocence, ardent love, and inviolable 
purity, which made thee like unto 
the Immaculate Lamb born of a Vir- 
gin, gained for thee the sweet car- 
esses of the Infant Jesus which flooded 
thy soul with the joys of paradise. By 
the ecstasy which transported thee 
when thou didst hold Him in thy 
arms and press Him to thy heart, I 
beseech thee obtain for me that being 
cleansed from every stain of sin, I 
may also participate in the divine em- 
braces. Amen. Our Father, Hail Mary, 
Glory. 
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PAIN KILLER 

(From page 18) Brier Valley, yet Bub 
and Ed had brought me no news. I 
was sure now I had sent the wrong 
jingle. I hadn't seen Rose for three 
weeks. Father was taking soda for 
his stomach, the direct result, he said, 
of worrying about the mishaps I 
might get into. Ed and Bub were dis- 
tinctly cool: from the kids living near 
the river, they had word that the first 
suckers were coming up to spawn. 
The sucker run always preceded that 
of the pike. Suckers could be snared 
on+the rapids, but you needed hooks 
to catch the powerful jackfish, schools 
of which stayed in the deep pools all 
year long. 

Father had hooked up the seeder 
spouts with haywire, and we gingerly 
hauled it to the breaking. We filled 
it with wheat from the wagon box at 
one end of the field. 

“Now Stanley.” said my father, 
“watch these brutes on the breaking. 
If the chains catch on a root or any- 
thing, this infernal thing'll fall apart. 
If I didn’t have to milk, treat the rest 
of the grain, cook, do the heavy 
chores, look after your mother——” 
Father paused. “Stanley, if you ever 
used your head, use it now.” 

The first day I almost went dizzy. 
There were sixteen spouts, sixteen 
discs and sixteen chains that dragged 
over the seeded track. It was hard to 
keep watching them all at once. 

The middle of the third day, the 
feeder bar stopped turning. I stopped 
the oxen. When he saw me at the 
granary door, my father stopped shov- 
elling the grain he was treating with 
formaldehyde. 

“Stanley, don’t tell me. Let me 
guess.” 

“Father, I wish you wouldn't always 
be jumping to conclusions about me. 
The bar broke.” 

Father staggered outside. He looked 
beat. 

“Stanley, something’s got to give 
here soon, and I’m afraid it’s going to 
be my mind. Listen. If we're ever 
going to get this crop in, we'll both 
have to be free to get out on the land. 
Someone has to keep that seeder to- 
gether. I dunno why I didn’t think of 
it before—but what about Rose Wryc- 
joski?” 

“Good heavens, Pa,” I protested, 
“I don't think she knows anything 
about seeders.” 

“Stanley,” said my father patiently, 
“couldn’t she come down and cook for 
us for awhile—look after your mother 
—slop the pigs—put in the garden— 
take care of the brooding hens—do a 
few little odd jobs like that?” 

“Well, Pa, she’s getting fed up with 
farming as it is. She...” 

“Don’t blame the poor little girl,” 
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said my father severely. “Stanley, that 
future father-in-law of yours is gonna 
be a hard man to live with. He thinks 
he suffered more than me last year, 
just because he had more crop to lose. 
Tell him you'll lend a hand with the 
harvesting in exchange.” 

The next day Pa set out to visit the 
Olsen’s, eight miles west. Sam Olsen 
had once owned a seeder like ours. 
Pa figured he might get the feeder bar 
from it. I walked the ten miles up to 
Wrycjoski's. 

In the hollow below their house, 
Rose raced to meet me, her dark hair 
flying. She was just getting her arms 
linked around my neck, when I caught 
sight of Mr. Wrycjoski surveying us 
from the brow of the hill. His red mus- 
taches stuck straight out. 

“Hmn,” said Mr. Wrycjoski. “Flut- 
terin’, heh?” 

“Papa!” Rose turned in fury. “I 
haven't seen Stanley for years! Can't 
I even say hello to him without you 
watching?” 

“If I said hello to people like that,” 
said Mr. Wrycjoski, “they would think 
I was a very funny fellow. Now I 
know why last Sunday you washed 
all the clean dishes and put away the 
dirty ones.” Mr. Wrycjoski looked at 
me “Stanley, you gonna marry Rosie?” 

“Well——” 

“Papa!” shrieked Rose. 
driving me _ berserk!” 

“Come into the house,” invited Mr. 
Wrycjoski affably. “I want Mamma’s 
opinion on this.” 

Mrs. Wrycjoski was a thin woman, 
with a lined face and kind heart. Mr. 
Wrycjoski mentioned to her that the 
trouble with their Rosie was that she 
was thinking about flutterin’ instead 
of working. 

“Mamma,” said Mr. Wrycjoski, 
“when we were young, we got mar- 
ried first, then we fluttered, heh?” 

Mrs. Wrycjoski smiled. 

Mr. Wrycjoski eyed me _ specula- 
tively, as I'd seen my dad eye some 
ox he'd got stuck with, in one or an- 
other of the complex deals in which 
the homesteaders were always in- 
volved. 

“Stanley, I got 480 acres of land. 
Nice land. When I die, whoever mar- 
ries Rosie gets it—all of it. My horses, 
too—” 

“Papa!” wailed Rose. 

“I don’t feel so good these days, 
either,” said Mr. Wrycjoski sadly. 
“Think of it, Stanley. Everything I 
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worked and slaved for—all yours.” 

“Stanley,” wailed Rose, “he just 
wants you to come and live here, so 
you can help him with all his work. 
Don't you do it, Stanley. Papa,” wailed 
Rose, “why do you always say mean 
things to Stanley?” 

“If he’s gonna be your husband,” 
said Mr. Wrycjoski, “can’t I talk to 
him whatever way I like? Do I always 
have to be polite—like he was just a 
neighbor?” 

“Mr. Wrycjoski,” I finally managed 
to explain, “I only wanted to see if 
Rose could come down for a couple 
of weeks, till we get the seeding done. 
With Mother laid up, Pa’s in a state. 
And Mr. Wrycjoski, thanks for the 
offer, but if I have to worry about 
your troubles, too, I'll go berserk.” 

“All right, Stanley,” said Mr. Wryc- 
joski sadly. “But I don’t think you'll 
ever have a head for trading.” 

I stayed to early supper, lending 
Mr. Wrycjoski a hand with his chores. 
Then Rose and I walked down the 
range-line road to the valley. We 
talked about us. 

Rose said she was_ irrevocably 
against the idea of people only having 
one child, because then that child was 
worked to death. “So, Stanley darling, 
just as soon as we're married...” 

“But, Rose,” I said haggardly, 
“where will we live?” 

Rose was definite about that. It 
would be far away from our respec 
tive parents. 

From the sides of the white dirt 
road, the dusk slipped wings around 
us. Last flocks of songbirds passed 
overhead against the mid-May moon, 
and their wingbeats were a tiny thun- 
der in the night. In her light dress, 
Rose was like a dream moving beside 
me, and the spell of the spring slipped 
over us again. 

We dreamed. When we got mar- 
ried, we wouldn't waste our lives 
tending oxen and getting up twice 
nightly in the winter to keep the fires 
going in the chicken house (so the 
hens wouldn't freeze their combs). 
Our summers would be spent in ro- 
mancing. In the winter, we'd snuggle 
around the fire and talk. We decided 
to keep these sacred plans strictly to 
ourselves. Our parents would have 
opined they weren't practical. 

It was ten o'clock when we got to 
my place. Father was soaking his feet 
in hot water. Mother was still awake. 
Rose went in and kissed her. 

“I’m sorry you had to come to work 
for us, dear,” my mother said softly. 
“It gets tiresome doing dishes, cook- 
qed 

“Mother Harrison, I just love doing 
dishes and cooking,” protested Rose. 
“Don't I Stanley?” 

“You're sweet,” my mother said. 
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“And so romantic.” My mother dabbed 
at her eyes. “Like I was before I mar- 
ried Sam.” 

Father had managed to get the bar 
for the seeder, and we started afresh 
on Monday. On Wednesday, as we 
watered the weary oxen, Ed and Bub 
came racing madly from school. They 
had a letter for me—from the Lokum 
Company. 

I opened it with difficulty, con- 
scious of Father's scrutiny, wondering 
what I'd ever do with $100 at this 
time of year. 

“Pa, remember what I said about 
my musical ablilitie 

“There’s a catch somewhere,” said 
my father, putting a match in his 
mouth and trying to strike a light with 
his pipe. “Hah, catch them giving 
away money. Hah!” 

The letter from the Lokum people 
said: 





“Dear Mr. Harrison: 

“An enthusiastic number of entries 
in our Jingle Contest was received 
from your part of the country. Oddly, 
however, the judges found that two 
third-prize entries were also from the 
same area. The jingles submitted by 
yourself and Mr. J. Cramer were held 
to be equally appropriate, original and 
sincere tributes to the value of Lo- 
kum’s Pain-Killer Liniment, famous 
since the war of 1812. 

“Rather than divide the prize-mon- 
ey ($40) the judges have decided to 
ask each of you to submit a tie-break- 
ing jingle, to be post-marked not later 
than June Ist, after which the final 
decision shall be made. .. .” 


“Well, that illiterate little side- 
winder!” roared my father. “What 
right had Jay Cramer to enter the con- 
test? He doesn’t need the money.The 
man never bought a bottle of liniment 
in his life. Likely, he stole somebody 
else’s boxtop.” 

My father slapped me on the back. 
“Stanley, surely for an intelligent boy 
like you, it would be simple to do an- 
other? Eh, son?” 

“Pa, they're not that simple.” 

My family looked on me suddenly 
as if I was about to inherit an estate, 
providing I could only prove I was en- 
titled to it. Mother said the Lokum 
people must sell a powerful lot of lini- 
ment to give away money like that. 
Rose begged me to think of what it 
would mean to our children in years 
to come to know their father had got 
his start in life by something other 
than homesteading. 

After supper, Father started filling 
his pipe. There was no love lost be- 
tween Jay Cramer and him, and the 
thought of $40 almost within our 


reach was, plainly, putting Father in 
a state. 

“Be calm, everybody,” said my 
father, spilling tobacco crumbs all 
over the table. “For a change, I'm 
going to ask everyone around here to 
use their heads. A windfall like that 
could be the making of us here. If 
that Cramer gets it, I'll never rest in 
my grave.” Father looked at me. 
“Stanley, will you say a word to us on 
how to go about making jingles?” 

“Well,” I said vaguely, “first you 
have to be full of little songs. Then— 
well, the jingles just come.” 

“You hear that?” said my father. 
“Now get full of little songs.” 

Father sat up till dawn, without a 
single rhyme coming to his mind. He 
was haggard all the next day on the 
seeder. 

Rose was the first to produce what 
even looked like a tie-breaking effort. 
Rose had put her whole heart into it, 
and it was hard for me to tell her I 
didn’t think it was what the Lokum 
people wanted, especially coming from 
a man. Rose’s jingle went: 


“When my babies suffer and shake, 
Lokum’s soothes their every ache.” 


Two more days passed, and the 
jingle got poorer. To aggravate mat- 
ters, Father heard a rumor that Cra- 
mer had sent in a jingle the day after 
his letter came. 

Father, on the point of panic, 
ordered me out of the field and into 
the house. “What did I send you to 
school for, if you can’t make up an- 
other jingle? Use your head, son!” 

I worked so hard that Rose was 
practically on the verge of tears suf- 
fering for me. Then Father conceived 
an idea “Let's sing, all of us—Stanley’s 
partial to good music. Maybe it'll help 
him.” 

Father outlasted the others. For a 
whole day he sang an Army song, 
whose chorus went: 


“All around the wheel of fortune, 
It goes round and wearies me. 
Young men’s words are very uncertain, 
Sad experience teaches me.” 


It was no help. 

On Sunday, when the Wrycjoski’s 
drove down to visit, I asked Rose’s 
dad what he used Lokum’s for, hoping 
to gain a fresh idea. 

“Me? said Mr. Wrycjoski. “For 
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colds. I drink her overnight. My stom- 
ach—aie-yie!” Mr. Wrycjoski rolled 
his eyes. “But the cold...” 

“Good heavens, Mr. Wrycjoski.” | 
said, “it’s not to be taken internally 
It says so on the bottle.” 

Mr. Wrycjoski went inside and told 
his wife it was no wonder he wasn't 
feeling so well lately, he'd been poi 
soning himself for years. 

By Monday noon, I was ready to 
give up. Sadly, with Rose weeping at 
my shoulder, I read the Lokum Com- 
pany’s letter for the last time. Fortune 
had been that close! And then, sheer 
inspiration hit me.... 

The jingle, finished, read: 


“Until the war of 1812, 

Pain ruled the human realm. 
Then Lokum’s Liniment emerged 
The Pain-Killer supreme!” 


My father collapsed when I read 
it to him. “Son,” he whispered hoarsely 
(from the day’s singing), “I knew if 
we all worked at it, we'd do it. That 
Jay Cramer never even heard of Na- 
poleon or the war of 1812.” 

“Father, that was the war between 
Canada and the States.” 

“Of course, of course,” croaked my 
father. “But when you look as far 
into politics as I have, Stanley, you'll 
see the Napoleonic influence was be- 
hind it all.” 

On June 6th, when we were almost 
finished seeding the oats, Ed and Bub 
raced across the field, waving another 
envelope. This time there was no 
doubt. Inside was a letter of praise 
from the Lokum people. Likewise a 
beautiful green cheque for forty dol- 
ars. 

“There you are, Stanley,” said my 
father, his voice back to normal again. 
“Now, son, the real test is upon you. 
Anyone can compose a jingle. Anyone 
can get hold of big money. The thing 
is, what are you going to do with this 
windfall? 

“Stanley,” said my father, “I want 
you to ask yourself what a successful 
man would do with that money. 
Would he invest it in a new seeder, 
at a time when the price of seeders 
is coming down? By the way,” said 
my father, “there’s a good second- 
hand implement agency north on First 
Street in Edmonton. .. . Or would he,” 
continued my father, “take $10 and 
file a quarter of land—next to his 
father’s, so the two could work to- 
gether—and save the rest for emer- 
gencies? I hear,” said my father, “that 
the. Smoltz boys have their eyes on 
that quarter west of us. Once they get 
a ten-dollar bill in their hands—hah!” 
said my father. “Goodbye, land.” 

Inside 24 hours, an amazing num- 
ber of people (Cont. on page 22) 
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PAIN KILLER 

(From page 21) dropped in to visit 
us—Ed and Bub had told the school- 
kids about my fame. Nearly everyone 
mentioned what a fine head for busi- 
ness I had. At my nod, I could have 
had a good bull, another ox, or $40 
worth of good spruce lumber that, said 
the seller, would be worth double the 
money by fall. 

My father advised me not to rush. 
“Even better deals may present them- 
selves, son. The thing is to wait. Act 
indifferent.” 

“I'm getting confused, Father. I 
hate not buying from people.” 

“Nonsense,” said my father. “They 
don’t really expect you to buy. But 
they figure there’s no harm in trying. 
Stanley, son, when will you tumble to 
these things? You won't always have 
your father to think for you.” 

That same night, Rose suggested we 
go for a walk. Walking, she thought 
we should get married, now we had 
the money to do it. Her dad and 
mother had got married with only 
fifteen dollars, she said, and look how 
prosperous they were. 

“But, Rose, we just can’t suddenly 
get married now. Nobody’s expecting 
it. Maybe in the fall...” 

“Maybe!” said Rose bitterly. “Young 
men’s words sure are very uncertain, 
Stanley!” 

It was the first time Rose and I 
had ever really quarreled, and I 
almost wished the Lokum factory had 
got blown up in the war of 1812. 

The next day, as we started seed- 
ing greenfeed, the right wheel on the 
seeder collapsed. Father said calmly 
he had better go west. He had noticed 
one wheel still attached to Olsen’s old 
seeder. 

“Meanwhile, son,” he said, “if you’d 
like to go to Edmonton and make.a 
few speculations, I can manage here 
alone. We're early, anyway. I’m not 
going to ask you to carry with you a 
picture of this seeder—or to ask you 
to visualize what it'll be like trying to 
seed a crop with it next year if we 
get frozen out this year again. If the 
worst happens, we can always broad- 
cast the seed and be back in the Dark 
Ages, Stanley—as well as pitied by 
the neighbors. It’s your money, Son. 
Spend it—wisely, I pray.” 

From the moment Father mentioned 
I might go to Edmonton, I went into 
a kind of coma. I was hardly out of it 
when I got back on the Sunday night 
train. I had spent my money—every 
last cent of it—and only when I saw 
the station-master starting to unload 
express, did I fully realize that the 
miracle of being a man of money was 
over. 

Ed and Bub met me. The Wryc- 
joski’s had come down to visit, and it 
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wasn't good manners for Father to 
leave company. Mr. Wrycjoski had 
lent the boys his team of horses and 
wagon, so we'd get home sooner. 

“Did you get my harmonica?” Bub 
asked. 

“I wanted spoon-hooks,” Ed _re- 
minded me. 

“What’s that?’ Bub’s voice rose at 
sight of a square cardboard box which 
the station agent was wheeling 
towards us. “That’s an awful small- 
looking seeder!” 

“It’s not a seeder,” I said, with both 
dignity and apprehension. “And don't 
ask me questions till we get home.” 

With the horses, it only took two 
hours. The sun was setting, and robins 
were singing in the black poplars on 
Mother's side of the cabin. Mr. Wryc- 
joski and my father came out when 
Bunts, our dog, started barking. Mr. 
Wrycjoski appeared indifferent to the 
sense of excitement emanating from 
the boys. He examined his team crit- 
ically, to see if we had gallopped 
them. 

My father watched in silence as the 
packages were unloaded. Without his 
asking, he knew the $40 was gone. 
And without the $40, I suddenly felt 
that Father and I were back on the 
same footing as before Lokum’s recog- 
nized the worth of my jingle. 

Mother was resting on the couch 
when I carried in the box. Bub and 
Ed took the smaller parcels. Rose and 
Mrs. Wrycjoski sat beside Mother. 
They had been talking a long time, 
fer the coal-oil lamp wasn't lit. 

Rose got up stiffly. “Stanley, I 
have kept some supper warm for 
you.” 

“No, no, Rose—later. I had a sand- 
wich on the train.” 

I was too excited to eat just then, 
but there were certain formalities to 
undergo. I touched a match to the 
lamp and put the globe in place. 

“Did you see much?” Mother asked. 

I commented properly on the 
crowds, the stores, the street cars. “I 
stayed at the St. Louis Hotel—near the 
used machinery lot,” I went on. “I 
looked over the seeders——” 

“Did you buy one?” There was a 
ray of hope in Father's face. It had 
suddenly occurred to him that if I 
had, it would come by freight. 

I shook my head. “They didn’t 
look like much, Pa. I couldn’t see the 
sense of bringing home another 
wreck.” 
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“What did you buy then?” From 
Rose—stiffly. 

“Well, a Mr. Mike Finklestein called 
me in to look over his store. See, I 
was getting a harmonica for Bub——” 

“The inferno below us!” whispered 
my father, aghast. “What kind of fel- 
low are you, Stanley?’ 

“Without MacDuff, we'd never 
have got the money, Father,” I ex- 
plained. 

I went over to Rose and gave her 
a strand of dime-store pearls. 

“They're not much, Rose,” I said; 
for some reason, I couldn't quite think 
of anything suitable to explain it.“I— 
I—wanted to show you I was glad 
you came down. And—and to show 
you that some day——” 

“Kids,” said Mr. Wrycjoski sadly, 
“what good’s them on a homestead? 
All girls think of nowadays is soine- 
thing on their face—or necks——” 

“Be quiet, Papa,” said Mrs. Wryc- 
joski. 

Mr. Wrycjoski looked at her with 
his mouth open. “Mamma! Did I 
ever waste my money on something 
like that for you?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Wrycjoski. “That's 
why I am telling you to be quiet.” 

Rose had put the pearls around her 
neck. She stood up, crying. 

“That's the first present anyone 
ever gave me in my life!” Rose fled 
from the room. 

“Let her go,” said my mother softly. 
“A good cry always helps a body.” 

“Stanley,” said my father, in a 
martyr’s voice “what's in that?” He 
pointed to the cardboard ‘box. 

I opened it slowly. It was a phono- 
graph, with two little doors that you 
opened, depending on whether you 
wanted the music loud or low. It was 
the first phonograph in Wild Brier 
Valley. I wet my lips. 

“Mr. Finkelstein said a bit of music 
would lighten the- load up here, 
Father.” 

“I can believe that,” said my father, 
like a man pole-axed. “Maybe he even 
told you the cows would milk better 
if you played it to them.” He looked 
across the room. “Nellie, what in the 
inferno’s the matter with you?” 

My mother was crying. “I haven't 
seen one since we left Kansas,” she 
said. “It—it bought back memories, 
that’s all, Sam.” 

“That’s who I bought it for,” I 
said. “You, mother. Now you won't 
notice how long it takes the time to 
pass.” 

I wound it up and put a record on 
—Seeing Nellie Home. 

The music came out, stirring and 
tinny— and wonderful. And with it, 
slowly at first, then stronger, seemed 
something else flowed into the room. 


The spruce logs (Cont. on page 26) 








.-. ae 


BO? 
Fla 
gre 
qui 
bet 


eal 
Mt 
19. 
nig 
Sil 
acl 
30 


so! 
su 
fe 
tre 
wi 


—_— A wet st Cet 


ever 
ex- 
her 
aid: 
iink 
“T 


slad 
1OW 


dly, 
ad? 
ne- 
ye- 
vith 
ing 
at’s 
her 


me 


led 


tly. 


He 


no- 
‘ou 
‘ou 
yas 
ier 


sic 
re, 


yn 


id 
it, 
-d 
n. 


) 








by John Patrick Gillese 














BOMBS FROM THE BLACK vorp—Near 
Flagstaff, in northern Arizona, lies a 
great‘crater 600 feet deep and three- 
quarters of a mile .across. Sometime 
between 5,000 and 70,000 years ago, 
a great meteorite blasted inte the 
earth and left that scar as a souvenir. 
Much more recently—in February, 
1947, to be exact —out of the black 
night above Kharkovka in northern 
Siberia, a great red ball of fire flamed 
across the sky and crashed, leaving 
80 craters in the frozen earth. They 
were 45 to 75 feet in diameter and 
some of them ripped through frozen 
subsoil and bedrock to a depth of 50 
feet. That meteorite—which smashed 
trees for a mile around and shattered 
windows in an appalling crash that 
darkened Kharkovka for several hours 
—was travelling a mere seven miles 
per second: a slow speed for meteors, 
which whip around our sun, in the 
dark and frozen void, at speeds that 
range up to 50 miles per second! 

No part of the world escapes this 
mysterious cosmic bombing from outer 
space. Near Labrador, in northern 
Quebec, geologists searching for cop- 
per deposits came across a_ huge 
crater, more than a _ mile across, 
blasted so deeply into the bedrock 
that from the air it appeared to be 
a natural lake. Now, of course, we 
know it, too, is a souvenir from a 
meteor-blast of long ago. 

Thankfully, it is only once in every 
50 or 100 years that a really big 
meteor survives the self-consuming 
plunge through space and strikes our 
earth. We calculate that, since this 
planet’s surface area is 70% water to 
about 30% land, some seven out of 
ten meteors land in oceans. Likewise, 
since the inhabited area of the earth 
is amazingly small—(the bulk of the 
population of Canada, for example, 
is concentrated within 200 miles of 
the U.*‘S. border!)—the odds ofa 
huge space missile striking, and de- 


stroying, an inhabited city like New 
York become even smaller. 

Yet when you consider some of the 
aspects of meteorites, any sane man 
must marvel at the order that prevails 
even in the limitless reaches of space 
that stretch endlessly beyond our 
world and even our ken. You must 
also marvel at the Almighty Power 
that has created such wonders, that 
keeps us safe from their spectacular 
power to destroy. 

Scientists assure us that the space 
which houses our solar system is filled 
with cosmic debris, mostly stone dust 
and mineral matter, with particles 
scarcely larger than peas. Yet these 
tiny particles are the real menace 
faced by space-scientists contemplat- 
ing inter-planetary travel, for so fast 
does this debris move that its impact 
would be worse than that of bullets. 

Here and there amongst the sand- 
like screenings of the void are slightly 
larger “bodies”—some as large as foot- 
balls, the odd one the size of a hay- 
stack, and one in probably a billion 
the size of a mountain. Even these 
mountain-sized meteorites are no slow- 
movers: they, too, careen about that 
dark and frozen void at speeds that 
reach 180,000 miles per hour. If one 
of these struck North America, it 
would destroy half the continent. In 
fact, one scientific theory suggests 
that our present Pacific Ocean area 
was once a land mass that was shat- 
tered by just such a missile: the part 
that broke into space became our 
moon! 

What this cosmic dust actually is, 
or where it originates, nobody knows. 
The most widely-held belief is that it 
is material left over from the forma- 
tion of the planets. Amazingly, every 
single particle of it has its own orbit, 
in which it whirls around the sun at 
25-50 miles per second, and in the 
great black vacuum this movement 
could continue forever, because there 
is no air there to slow down the 


wheeling atoms of dust. However, 
over aeons of time, some of this 
“dust” has collected into clouds, 
which we call comets. They, too, have 
orbits, some so fixed that, though 
they circle off into space for several 
hundred years, they reappear in due 
course within sight of the earth. 
When our earth orbit collides with 
theirs, we see wholesale showers of 
“shooting stars.” 

Lovers—who like to make their 
wishes on shooting stars—may not like 
this, but those incredible streaks of 
fire in the heavens at night are not 
caused by stars at all; they may— 
incredibly!—be meteors weighing no 
more than a few ounces. But striking 
the outer reaches of the earth’s atmos- 
phere at such speed, they vaporize 
even the air itself into a white-hot 
flame that streams for miles between 
earth and heaven and then is gone. 
Some 75 million of these stray objects 
strike our outer atmosphere every 
day. Few are bigger than pea-pods 
and the 50-mile “outer layer” of at- 
mosphere which swathes this planet 
burns them up long before they hit 
the much-denser 100-mile blanket of 
air which stretches immediately above 
us. Only the very big ones get 
through; and even a 100-pound mete- 
orite, though its outer surface may be 
melted to a wrinkled molten shell by 
its speed and _ air-friction, is really 
slowed down while still five or ten 
miles above us. A meteor that reaches 
earth is known as a meteorite—and 
only about 1500 of them have ever 
been found. (Incidentally, it may 
amaze you, as it did me, to learn how 
resistant our air-belt is. At the speed 
meteors travel, our air-cushion resists 
them with the strength of 52 inches 
of armor-plate steel for every 150 
miles of air they pass through as they 
approach us!) 


A WORD ABOUT THE “WISE” OLD OWL— 
Since I’ve taken you outdoors this 
month, let’s run down the myth of the 
“wise old owl.” The Greek sage who 
started it must have been impressed 
with the owl’s benign mid-day look, 
for, in reality, owls are dim-witted in 
all respects. Even biologically speak- 
ing, their great orbs of eyes are so 
huge that nature left them with very 
little space for a brain. 

The Great Horned Owl, so familiar 
a sight in the Canadian north woods, 
is the typical (Cont. on page 24) 





THAT ALL MAY BE ONE- (he Zamp - 23 











COOPERATE with « 
struggling missionary! 


PARTICIPATE 
in God’s holy work! 


You CAN satisfy the charity 
burning in your heart to do all 
of these things. Perhaps, in 
justice to yourself, you feel that 
you cannot do them right now. 
But by remembering the Gray- 
moor Friars in your will you 
can accomplish all this and 
share in the rewards promised 
by Christ. Keep alive the Chris- 
tian tradition of real charity by 
sharing something with Christ, 
Our Blessed Lord and Saviour 
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MOSTLY FOR MEN 

(From page 23) example of owl stu- 
pidity. I have found them nesting in 
late February, before the song birds 
have returned from the south, and 
when our temperature is the lowest~ 
often 60 below zero! Granted, they 
always seem to produce owlets even 
in such weather, but there seems no 
reason why they couldn’t delay nest- 
ing until more clement weather arrives 
—unless they want a headstart on 
every other bird. 

The nest of every living creature, 
like the homes of man, reflects to a 
degree its intelligence and taste. If 
that is a gauge of owl wisdom, the 
owls haven’t got any. Horned owls 
usually swipe the last-year’s domicile 
of some hawk family. Barn owls, of 
course, choose the barn. At least one 
owl I watched picked a hollow tree 
(where she had nested for years) and 
dropped no less than 16 eggs through 
the bottom of the old nest before she 
discovered there was a hole in it! (Or 
maybe she just ran out of eggs.) Sci- 
entists assure me that owls are not 
nest-builders simply because they lack 
the brains to build for themselves. 

They are not very alert to danger. 
Time and again I have seen horned 
owls, disturbed in a deep swamp by 
the sound of approaching man, swoop 
right across the trail to get a look at 
the man, then light on a bare-limbed 
tree, turn their great neck around to 
see what’s what—and usually they got 
a blast of buckshot for their efforts. 

To those who would protest such 
cruelty, let me only say—along with the 
great Canadian naturalist, Taverner— 
that the horned owl is the scourge of 
the northwoods. The most evil trait I 
have encountered in him is his habit 
of scouring the brushwood clumps 
where grouse and partridges are nest- 
ing. Flying so low that he is con- 
stantly bumping into willows, he rises 
the nesting mother, devours the clutch 
of eggs, then sits in evil silence, 
blending perfectly with the nesting 
background, till the anxious bird re- 
turns to her eggs. She dies, too, and 
quickly, under those massive talons; 
then the evil genius of the bushland 
begins his prowl again. (Crows, though 
attacked much more widely than 
horned owls, are usually content with 
robbing the first nest of eggs; and 
the nesting bird has a chance to bring 
out her second nest in peace.) 

I have come to the conclusion that 
horned owls, though they do keep 
down pests, should be destroyed as 
the Number One predator of the bird 
world. But I bespeak mercy for the 
other members of the owl family— 
some like the meadow owl, pretty 
little birds; others, like the barn owl, 
the best mice-kill- (Cont. on page 26)' 
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by 


LYNN ALEXANDER 


2088 So. Winona Court, Denver, Colo. 


Hi, Teens! Generally when I receive 
an anonymous letter (which has hap- 
pened only three times in twelve 
years of writing), I toss it straight in 
the wastebasket. Such letters are usu- 
ally composed by people who don't 
possess all their thinking facilities. But 
a few months ago we Teen Topics-ers 
received a letter that was so typical 
of religious prejudice that I'd like to 
share it with you. Most of us, in the 
course of our lives, encounter such 
un-Christian bias and rank ignorance 
contained in this letter. The fact that 
the letter addressed Big Sis as “Dear 
Sir” indicates that he, she, or “it” is 
unfamiliar with the column. 


Dear Sir: 

One would think to read your Teen 
Topics that only Catholics, (Roman) 
believed in the right of any man to 
have racial and religious freedom. 
Teens are a mighty confused lot of 
kids, especially when they do not 
even have history given to them by 
Roman Catholic bishops without re- 
ligious bias. 

They are not allowed to read any 
of the unbiased publications which 
have been written by free men in a 
country where the right to investigate 
without bias has been secured to the 
human race by a doctrine of separa- 
tion of church and state. 

You consider yourself Christian, yet 
in this matter you either tell lies or 
else you have never understood the 
true facts. Would it not be a good 
idea right at this moment to look into 
your heart and ask yourself this ques- 
tion? Do I truly believe in truth or 
only in truth as indicated by my 
Roman bishops? If you believe that 
the human mind is infallible and if 
you worship human saints, my dear 


























Sir, you are making a sad mistake. 
The only saint among humans who 
ever became fit to worship was Christ 
who became our God. 

The whole concept of Catholicism 
stressing so much the Feast of St. 
Agnus has cast a reflection of im- 
purity on the true nature of man. It 
has compiled doctrines which the hu- 
man being cannot live up to, there- 
fore has given him no choice but to 
take them either seriously enough to 
live by them and become a monk, or 
unseriously enough to ignore them 
and become a married person. Even 
in marriage however he cannot pos- 
sibly abide with the rule that sexuai 
relations are impure unless he has a 
desire for progeny, so he finally winds 
up with no conscientious attempt to 
live by his religion at all. It would 
mean so very much confession, and 
if one is forgiven by confessing, he 
knows that God will forgive him even 
if he does not confess. If you wish 
to examine the doctrines of the Protes- 
tant Episcopal church in America, you 
would find that they have a much 
higher religion, and one which puri- 
fies every phase of the natural life of 
the human being including the free- 
dom of his mind. But then you are not 
allowed the privilege of examining 
such teachings, are you? It is so sad 
and so Unchristian. 

If God gave men free will to make 
their own decisions, why cannot the 
Pope? Could it be that he like most 
human saints likes power and pres- 
tige? Christ used fishermen and said 
that a little child should lead them. 
He came to reinterpret the law and 
to live by the spirit of truth. Truth 
is in the hearts of all men, not just 
Roman popes. Are you quite sure that 


you are qualified to teach teen agers? 
Have you ever really studied the dif- 
ferences in the teachings of Protes- 
tants and Roman Catholics? 


No signature. ... The letter is type- 
written on the inside of an enyelope 
soliciting funds for membership in 
“Protestants and Other Americans 
United for Separation of Church and 
State,” 1633 Massachusetts Ave. N. 
W., Washington 6, D.C. On the front 
of the envelope is the typewritten 
message “We need your money, sir.” 

Honestly, teens, I think this letter 
writer needs something more impor- 
tant than money, don’t you? 

We've never managed to get around 
to the discussion of religious bigotry 
in Teen Topics. This is an opportune 
time. How do you cope with folks 
whose eyes are so blinded by ignor- 
ance of the Catholic doctrine, who 
have built in their minds a shroud 
concerning the Faith? It’s always at 
this point that I find myself wishing 
for some seminary training. But even 
as a layman we ought to be able to 
clear away some of the clouds of 
misconception. 

To begin with, I personally do not 
agree that “teens are a mighty con- 
fused lot of kids.” I consider teens 
adults, lacking only in the wealth of 
experience from which our older 
adults can draw in their reasoning 
and actions. Catholic teens are cer- 
tainly not the only ones who believe 
in racial and religious freedom. But 
we do believe in such freedom—and 
the fact that our Church teaches us 
these inherent rights of man is no 
drawback! Where Catholic bishops 
appear in the teaching of history, I 
do not know. I have met a Bishop 
only twice. One confirmed me and 
once I had the pleasure of meeting 
Bishop Sheen while he was still a 
Monsignor. On neither occasion could 
I have digested a history lesson had 
the opportunity presented. I 
was quaking in my boots at the mere 
prospect of shaking hands with such 
respected personages! 

In almost every city there are pub- 
lic libraries available to Catholic and 
non-Catholic alike. While it is true 
that Holy Mother Church has banned 
certain books from Catholic reading, 
the ban occurred only after it had 
been proved that the books were false 
in fact. Like any other worthwhile 
Church organiza- (Cont. on page 26) 
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Consult your newspaper 
for station and time in 
your locality or write to 
Father Director, Ave Maria 
Hour, Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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TEEN TOPICS 

(From page 25) tion, the Catholic 
Church does seek to point out what 
is true and what is false. I'd hate to 
feel that my Church said “Believe 
what you like, whether it is true or 
not!” 

The idea that the human mind is 
infallible is a pleasant thought—but 
certainly not a Catholic belief! 

The accusation that Catholics wor- 
ship Saints is not an original supposi- 
tion. By definition a Saint is “a holy 
or godly person; especially one re- 
generated and sanctified or undergo- 
ing sanctification; a beatified soul.” 
You'll notice that “godly” is not capi- 
talized. The very basis of Catholic 
belief is that “Thou shalt have no 
other God!” To a Catholic, a Saint 
is a friend. He is a person who proved 
on earth that he was worthy of 
Heaven. It is difficult—and for me, 
impossible!—to conceive that those 
who. have given themselves as martyrs 
for Christ have not merited Heaven. 
The same is true for those who have 
devoted a lifetime in service to Christ 
and whose actions inspired the rest 
of the world to follow their example. 
So... believing that we have friends 
in Heaven, we ask their help and 
guidance. Friendship and love do not 
include worship. Worship is reserved 
for God alone. But speaking of Prot- 
estant religions, isn’t it true that many 
include the “Apostle’s creed” and at 
every service reaffirm the belief in 
the communion of Saints? 

The Catholic Church teaches, not 
that sexual relations are impure, but 
that they are an integral part of a 
Holy Sacrament. As is obvious, Cath- 
olics don’t have a child every nine 
months nor do they necessarily sin 
in having a small family. The artificial 
prevention of life IS definitely against 
God’s law but certainly not the sexual 
relation in marriage itself. That Christ 
did not marry places chastity in our 
minds higher than marriage. But God 
gave Adam a wife—marriage too can 
be a very real vocation. 

That the Popes do not make their 
own decisions is contrary to Catholic 
belief. We not only believe that he 
makes his own decisions, we believe 
that God guides him in these de- 
cisions. 

Teens, the answer to the two ques- 
tions at the end of the letter provide 
a fitting summary. Remember the 
questions “Are you quite sure that 
you are qualified to teach teen agers? 
Have you ever really studied the dif- 
ferences in the teachings of Protes- 
tants and Roman Catholics?” 

The answer can be summed in 
three statements: 

(1) My Bachelor of Science degree 
is in secondary education. 


(2) After long and detailed study 
I have just completed a thorough 
series on what other religions believe. 

(3) Yes, indeed! You see, I am a 
Catholic convert and was a mature 
young woman when God granted me 
the blessing of His Faith! 

Religious bigotry can be mighty 
silly, can’t it, teensP “Bye for this 
month, God’s best to you and yours! T 





MOSTLY FOR MEN 

(From page 24) ers any farmer can 
have on his farm. The Illinois natural- 
ist, John Gerard, observed a nest of 
seven young barn owls for some 57 
days. In that period, he calculated that 
the parents fed their offspring no less 
than 3,990 mice. The burrowing owl 
of the prairie is said to eat his weight 
in rodents every 24 hours. 

So, despite their dim brains, they 
serve a most useful function in life 
and, on the whole, it pays us to 
befriend them. 





PAIN KILLER 

(From page 22) faded, and the peeled 
beams across the ceiling, and the 
thoughts of next day’s work... or last 
year’s frost. 

My kid brothers stood transfixed. 
Mr. Wrycjoski looked at his wife: the 
tears were streaming down her face, 
too. Onty my dad stood in the middle 
of the floor, glaring at the phonograph 
as if it were Jay Cramer. 

But when the record was done, he 
moved unsteadily. He looked at my 
mother propped up on the couch. 
Then slowly, awkwardly, he went over 
and sat down beside her. 

“Golly, Nellie,” my father said. “Re- 
member the night in Kansas when I 
first met youP We were on a hayride, 
and coming home we sang_ that 
a 

I put on Long, Long Trail A- 
Winding and my father laughed at my 
mother and said, “Tell you something 
I've never let on about before. When 
I was over there in the trenches, and 
the doughboys were singing that song, 
I could always see you, Nellie. I 
always said to myself if I got out and 
got to you again, wherever it was 
that would sure be the land of my 
dreams. ...” 

I opened the little brown doors 
wider, and you couldn’t hear the rest. 
I played Old Black Joe, It’s A Long 
Way To Tipperary, Wind That Shakes 
the Barley and, especially for Mr. 
Wrycjoski’s benefit, Chopin’s Polo- 
naise. Mr. Finklestein said anyone 
with a drop of Polish blood in his 
veins would weep over that. 

Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Wrycjoski 
were weeping. (Cont. on page 28) 
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by Nancy Westlake 














November . . . Remember? 

IF I HAD BEEN AROUND when they 
were putting the calendar together, 
November is exactly the sort of month 
I would have picked to come before 
Christmas. It needs a holiday at the 
end to make it bearable at all. Of 
course, there’s always Thanksgiving, 
but compared with Advent’s bright 
suspense, it comes off a poor second. 

No, I think November is just the 
droopy, cold, clammy sort of thing to 
set Advent off to perfection. Around 
the time you're recovering from the 
third cold of the season and the roof 
has developed a sluggish but persist- 
ent leak and Johnny’s galoshes both 
rip up the back at once (on a rainy 
day, of course), along comes Advent. 
Reprieve! “Only 24 more shopping 
days till Christmas” and “... again I 
and all the rest. Life be- 
comes not only bearable, but down- 
right glorious again. Forgotten are the 
mildewed days behind you. You put a 
piepan (or a bucket) under the leaky 
ceiling, blow your nose, and go off to 
buy more galoshes... humming a 
Christmas carol. November is about 
the most unappealing month possible, 
weatherwise, but it’s a rare soul who 
can succumb to pessimism while bak- 
ing fruiteakes and making out a gift 
list. Just hold out till the first of 
Advent, and your disposition will take 
care of itself. 

Of course, all this could have been 
avoided if someone or other had been 
enough of a psychologist to put All 
Saints’ Day in the middle of Novem- 
ber, instead of on the very first day, 
where it becomes an echo before it’s 
even a shout. A good strong recol- 


say, Rejoice!” 


lection of All Saints’ Day will dry the 
moss right off the coldest November 
day that ever drizzled. 
us the Lucky. 

I was once enrolled in a college 


That is, for 


English course (hard as this may be 
to believe) led by an instructor who 
fancied himself a liberated intellect. 
Like most of these, he insisted upon 
liberating everyone else... from their 
beliefs, sentiments and foolish expec- 
tations of life. His favorite targets 
were those points of faith embodied 
generally in what he liked to term 
“the Christian myth.” Well, of course, 
the Saints were all neatly decapitated 
early in the semester. Then he got 
down to the real job of obliterating 
any false ideas we may have had re- 
garding Truth (“completely relative 
to time and place”), God (“but what 
does He look like?”) and Courage 
(“most ‘heroes’... take for instance 
Thomas a’Becket...had a ‘martyr 
complex’”). He was one of the un- 
lucky ones, that man. No human sen- 
timent was too noble for him to 
debunk, with the result that he was a 
completely disillusioned orphan, who 
habitually wore the expression of a 
cultured but starving spaniel. 

These philosophy sessions during 
gave me a small insight 
into contemporary beliefs, as ex- 
pressed by those students whom the 
professor baited. I discovered that the 
modern-minded “Christian”. . . that is, 
not Catholic, but more or less “Protes- 
tant”...is far too smart to demand 
Heaven as “the happy goal of all his 
endeavors.” Why? Mainly because 
they have such a blah idea of the 
place. As one student expressed it... 
“I guess you just sort of float around 
up there, being happy.” 

Of course the teacher had a holiday 
with this notion. And for once, you 
can hardly blame the man. What in- 
telligent person could be expected to 
lead the toilsome, unfashionable, 
downright medieval life of a Chris- 
tian in return for a vague after-exist- 
ence in which you “just sort of float 
around?” 


Lit. periods 
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Well, as I said, we don't have to 
go through all that soul-searching to 
find a reason or a hook to hang our 
virtue on. We are, indeed, the lucky 
ones. And All Saints’ Day is a potent 
reminder of our divine good fortune. 

The saints we know don't just float 
around ,.. anywhere. There’s nothing 
ethereal and protoplasmic about 
Thomas Aquinas or Suint Teresa or 
Michael Archangel... nothing unreal 
about Aunt Jane or Grandpa or Joe, 
the newsboy who used to serve the 
six o'clock: all gone now, and by 
God's grace, saints as well. 

The saints we know and used to 
know wouldn't think of floating. They 
stride ... just as they always did... 
through time and through forever... 
which, on that special day, November 
first, become (for us Lucky ones who 
understand dimensions) gloriously, tri- 
umphantly the same. 

There are so many ways of pre- 
paring the traditional Thanksgiving 
bird that I would be foolish to put 
forth any suggestions here. Most of 
these time-honored methods have 
something individual about them, 
and woe betide the poor female (or, 
worse! male) who attempts to trifle 
with the secret formulae. So I won't. 
Attempt to trifle, that is. If Grandma 
always washed the turkey with car- 
bolic soap and stuffed it with oysters, 
why, go ahead and follow tribal 
tradition. If you’re one of the Progres- 
sives who wrap the bird up in alumi- 
num foil like something radioactive, 
that’s all right, too. Either way, I'll bet 
it’s delicious. Turkey and chocolate 
ice cream are unusually hard items to 
ruin...and I've tried. 

However, I have a Modest Sug- 
gestion, with footnotes. Let’s not use 
the kind of cranberry sauce that goes 
glerp out of the can, nor the kind 
that splatters the ceiling while being 
home-manufactured, either. Let’s buy 
some cranberries in their original state, 
wash and censor them. When the 
bread or cornmeal or whatever dress- 
ing (well, not oysters) is about to be 
tucked into the turkey, let’s add about 
1 cupful of the uncooked berries to 
each 6 cups of stuffing. This is like 
last month’s pumpkins... it doesn’t 
sound even possible ... but it is. 

You may still want extra cranberry 
sauce on the side. In this case the 
gelid kind is invaluable. It can be 
melted and re-molded nearer to the 
heart’s desire, for (Cont. on page 28) 
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IN PETITION 
IN THANKSGIVING 


Burna 


VOTIVE LIGHT 


To honor your favorite Patron 


Votive Lights are tokens of your devotion 
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| At Graymoor in our numerous chapels we have shrines of 





ST. ANTHONY ST. PIUS X 


Finder of Lost Things Frequent Communion 





St. Joseph 


| Employment and Good Death 
) Sea 








ST. CHRISTOPHER THE SACRED HEART 


Safe Journey Happy Home 





| OUR LADY OF THE 
| ATONEMENT — 
Shepherdess of the wandering sheep 





CHRIST THE KING THE LITTLE FLOWER 


Savior of the World Roses from Heaven 
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Large Votive Lights are $1.00 each 








Send your petition or thanksgiving to 


FRANCISCAN FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT 


Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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MOSTLY FOR WOMEN 

(From page 27) instance in a ring 
to encircle a crisp, cold mound of 
Waldorf Salad. 

As you pick pinfeathers, bake end- 
less pies and peel your millionth 
potato, think of me, and wish me, 
please? as I wish you, 


A HAPPY THANKSGIVING! — tf 





PAIN KILLER 

(From page 26) Mrs. Wrycjoski said, 
in a faint voice, they'd better get 
home, the pigs were still to feed. 

“Let them go hungry for once,” said 
Mr. Wrycjoski. “Stanley, instead of 
playing that da-da-da stuff, play See- 
ing Nellie Home again.” 

My brothers wanted to play the 
phonograph then, and my dad got up 
from the couch and spoke to me in a 
low voice that couldn't be heard above 
the music. 

“Stanley,” my father said, “I reckon 
complainin’ gets to be a habit. But, 
son—son, it don’t mean nothing when 
it’s among those you love.” My father 
looked at the floor. “If you’d bought 
a seeder, it would have worn out, son. 
And in the fall, I'll see you won't be 
forgotten—if you want a homestead 
or something. Sometimes, Stanley,” 
said my father, “a fellow should real- 
ize he don't always need to use his 
head. Sometimes using your heart is 
better.” He gave me a sort of poke 
and lowered his voice some more. “I'll 
not forget for a long time how happy 
you made your mother.” 

He pushed me towards the kitchen, 
where my dark-eyed Rose stood 
silently at the window. She had her 
hands closed around the pearls at her 
throat. 

“Rose.” I touched her shoulder. All 
I needed was for her to be happy. 
“Rose, maybe the necklace isn’t much. 
But some day——” 

“Stanley!” Rose whirled around and 
buried her face in my shoulder. “Stan- 
ley, just believe as long as I live, I'll 
never tire of waiting for you.” 

It was a night to remember. We 
made lunch and played the phono- 
graph without ending. Even Ed and 
Bub were allowed to stay up. It was 
long past midnight when Mr. Wryc- 
joski finally hitched up his horses 
and he and his wife drove homeward. 
Rose was to stay on with us for a 
few days longer. 

Together we stood outside, listen- 
ing to the rattle of wagon wheels 
dying in the night. Listening to her 
father’s voice, fading finally in the 
distance. 


“I was seein’ Nellie ho-oh-home, 

I was seein’ Nellie home: 

Hurry up, you crawlin’ horses, 

I was seein’ Nellie home. .. .” T 
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Part | of a concise and valuable appraisal of Father Paul of Gray- 
moor, a pioneer in the work of Christian Unity ... by Titus Cranny, S.A. 


INTRODUCTION 


THE EVER increasing interest in matters of Christian Unity 
throughout the world has directed the attention and in- 
terest of people of many nations to a most zealous priest 
in the Unity Apostolate: Father Paul James Francis, S.A. 
He is universally recognized as the originator of the 
prayer crusade for Unity, the Chair of Unity Octave 
(January 18-25) and as the founder of the Franciscan 
Friars of the Atonement at Graymoor, Garrison, New 
York, a community whose principal aim is to pray and 
labor for Christian Unity. 

The purpose of this treatise is to present in summary 
form the life and work of Father Paul as an Apostle of 
Unity. Accordingly much space will be devoted to his 
years in the Anglican communion both to show the de- 
velopment of the Unity vocation in his life and to indicate 
the path along which Divine Providence led him to the 
safe embrace of the Church. 

Father Paul accomplished much for the glory of God 
and the good of souls in many and varied projects, but it 
is principally in the field of Unity that his talents, labors 
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and achievements are most prominent and worthy of 
notice. All that he did was subordinate to the great love 
and work of his life: the reunion of Christendom and the 
conversion of unbelievers. “Ut omnes unum sint” was more 
than just a motto for his magazine, THe Lamp. It was the 
summary of his life and the ideal which consumed his soul 
and for which he labored, prayed and suffered. 

Fifteen years have passed since Father Paul passed to 
his eternal reward. Since that time strides have been 
made in the promotion of his apostolate of Unity both in 
understanding our brethren of the East and in praying 
for those who are outside the Church. Much more remains 
to be done, however, before the millions separated from 
the Chair of Peter will return to it as God wills them to 
do. But the breach will be healed as men emulate the 
spirit of charity and zeal displayed by Father Paul of 
Graymoor in his all-out love of Christ and the Church and 
in his desire to fulfill the words of the Master: “Other 
Sheep I have that are not of this fold. Them also I must 
bring and they shall hear My voice and there shall be 
one fold and one Shepherd.” 
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THE EPISCOPALIAN CLERGYMAN 
1: Early Vocation 


Tuts BRriEF work is divided into three parts to correspond 
to three periods of Father Paul's life: as Anglican Clergy- 
man prior to his coming to Graymoor; as an Atonement 
Friar before his conversion in 1909; and the third part 
of his life as a Catholic until his death in 1940. 

Father Paul was born January 16, 1863 in Millington, 
Kent County, Maryland, the third son of the Rev. and 
Mrs. Joseph Wattson; at baptism he received the name of 
Lewis Thomas. His father was the pastor of St. Clement's 
Episcopal Church and the young boy grew up in the pious 
and peaceful atmosphere of a parish rectory. He resolved 
to follow in the footsteps of his father and after elemen- 
tary schooling entered St. Stephen’s College (now Bard's 
College) in Annandale, New York from which he received 
an M.A. degree. He then went to the General Theological 
Seminary in New York City in 1882 to begin theological 
studies. 

It might be said, as Father Paul often declared, that 
his Unity vocation began with his father who had been 
dismissed from the General Theological Seminary in New 
York City in 1864 as a “Jesuit in disguise.” After his 
dismissal he first thought of going to Archbishop Hughes, 
the Catholic archbishop of New York, but changed his 
mind. When he approached his own bishop, Dr. Alfred 
Lee of Wilmington, Delaware, he received this advice: 
“Young man, to to Rome. That’s where you belong.” 
But Joseph Wattson did not heed these words; instead 
he went to the Anglican bishop of Baltimore, was accept- 
ed for ordination, and settled in a little parish on Mary- 
land’s “Eastern Shore.” The advice of “going to Rome” 
would be followed by his son forty-five years later. 

Here the young student did well in his classes and 
received an S.T.B. degree and completed his studies as 
a deacon in 1885. His first assignment was the Church 
of the Good Shepherd in Port Deposit, Maryland, where 
he served for five months. Then he accepted the parish 
of St. John’s in Kingston, New York while still a deacon 
(his father took care of the services and the son the 
preaching) and became an ordained minister of the Epis- 
copal communion in 1886, Father Wattson, as he was 
known, served the people of St. John’s for ten years until 
he went to Omaha, Nebraska, in 1895. 

A rather interesting incident relative to Unity took 
place in July, 1893, the month and year that Father Paul 
had discovered the word Atonement as the name for his 
community. He received a visitor from the Greek Ortho- 
dox body, Most Rev. Dionysius Latus, Archbishop of 
Zante, Greece, accompanied by his secretary and deacon, 
Rev. Homer Beratis. The party was on its way to Anteora 
in the Catskills and having a few hours to wait in Kings- 
ton for a train, they drove up to St. John’s Rectory to 
the surprise of its rector. 

Father Wattson took them to St. John’s Church where 
the Archbishop intoned a portion of the Greek liturgy 
and offered a prayer in English for the United States. He 
asked the prelate to consecrate the altar according to the 
Greek rite and brought him to the Holy Cross Church 
in the factory section of the town. This was not Father 
Wattson’s first contact with those of an Oriental group, 
for he had met several students of the orthodox bodies 
as a seminarian in New York. 

Later as a Catholic priest his interest in and sympathy 
for the peoples of the East would develop into a program 
of zealous activity—to enable Catholics to understand 
their brethren of the East and to enable all the faithful to 
pray and work for the reunion of various Eastern bodies 
separated from union with the Holy See. 
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2: The Pulpit of the Cross 


As a source for Father Paul’s ideas on Unity at this 
time fortunately we have many copies of The Pulpit of 
the Cross, which he began to publish just about a year 
before he accepted the appointment in the midwest, 

Reading through the now faded pages of this parish 
magazine, we will find rather pointed statements against 
the Church of Rome. The little publication (it began 
with 8 pages and never expanded beyond 16 pages) was 
a monthly “devoted to the teaching of the Catholic 
Religion as the same hath been received by the American 
Church through the Apostolic Church of England.” Its 
editor held the view that the Catholic Church was not 
just the Roman Church but what was called the Church 
of the “whole world” embracing the Anglicans, the Ortho- 
dox, and Roman bodies. This is the so-called “branch 
theory” advanced by John Henry Newman as an Anglican 
although later abandoned by him. 

In the June, 1895 Pulpit we find the beginning of a 
series of articles entitled “Why I am a Churchman.” The 
author quoted from the text of St. John, that was to 
become the prayer of the famous Chair of Unity Octave: 
“That they all may be one as Thou Father in Me and I in 
Thee, that they also may be one in Us, that the world 
may believe that Thou has sent Me.” (17:21) It is 
particularly interesting to notice that the Pulpit carried 
the words—“Omnia pro Christo et salvatione hominum” at 
the top of each page—a phrase with which members of the 
Society of the Atonement are familar as the motto of the 
Friars of the Atonement, (today salute is used instead of 
salvatione). The editor disclosed no plans of any future 
Society, however, though he was convinced that he should 
found it; especially since July 9, 1893 when he found the 
name Atonement in answer to prayer as he read the words 
of St. Paul: “We joy through Our Lord Jesus Christ by 
whom we have now received the Atonement” (Rom. 
5:11). 

Father Lewis Thomas Wattson was successful and 
prominent both within and outside his parish. The 
parishioners like their young and energetic pastor al- 
though some disagreed with his views on “High Church” 
ritual particularly in the use of incense. This opposition 
reached a head during the summer of 1895 before Father 
Wattson left Kingston. 

Frequently Father Wattson emphasized the need of 
Unity in ecclesiastical teaching. For example, he wrote 
in an early issue of his magazine: “Evidently it was in 
the mind of the Divine Author of the Christian religion 
to found on earth, not many Protestant sects, but one 
universal Church, and both the old and New Testa- 
ments tell us the same thing.” The entire treatise would 
admirably fit the teaching of the Catholic Church had 
not its writer insisted on the English Church or the 
American Church as being the true Church of Christ. He 
scorned Luther, Wesley, Brown, Calvin and the rest of 
the Protestant revolutionists as being instigators of the 
“man-made religions” and argued for the validity of the 
Anglican communion in the following manner.: 


Moreover the history of the American Catholic 
Church proves it to be one and the same as was 
founded at Jerusalem on the day of Pentecost; A.D. 
33. Back to the colony days of Virginia, South Caro- 
lina, Maryland, New York, Connecticut, and Mass- 
achusetts we trace her history on this side of the 
Atlantic, and then we cross the seas to old England, 
and through the Christian centuries we retrace the 
steps of holy Church that trod until the Britons with 
whom the Caesars fought, people the British Isles 
again and apostolic hands lay deep in British soil 
the foundations of the Kingdom of God. 
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It should be noted that Father Wattson shared with 
his co-religionists the curious historical “blind spot” as to 
the origin of the Anglican communion. Prior to the Protes- 
tant Reformation the Church in England was one society 
with the Catholic Church throughout the world under the 
direction of the Holy See. At a point of time, viz., on the 
occasion of the breach of Rome, there arose a new society, 
which was different in faith, government, and worship 
from what had previously existed. This new society is 
now styled the Anglican communion. 

In the same article the zealous but mistaken clergy- 
man made some sweeping remarks about the Papacy, 
declaring that Pope Leo XIII assumed more power and 
jurisdiction than did St. Peter. He continued the de- 
nunciation that “The argument from history as well as 
from Scripture is fatal to the Papal theories of the Church 
of Rome, and we cannot regard the Roman Catholic 
Hierarchy in America in any other light than that as 
being the representatives of a foreign bishop having no 
lawful jurisdiction in these United States.” 

Then he moved on to this conclusion: 


“Since Sectarians we should not be,” he went on 
to say not without oratory, “Romans we cannot be, 
Catholics we must be, there is but one alternative 
left to the true seeker, viz., to embrace Anglo-Catholi- 
cism and become an American Churchman. 


From time to time in the publication—and hence we 
may reason that the same expressions found their way 
into his preaching—we find remarks about the need and 
prophecy of “one fold and one shepherd.” The author 
asserted that “Submission to authority” is the “corner- 
stone of Catholic Unity” and that “the fatal weakness 
of Protestantism lies in its theory of individual judgment, 
which practically makes every man an infallible pope 
and puts a premium upon heresy.” These were rather 
strong words but the future founder was a man of strong 
convictions. 


For if every man has the right to pick and choose 
out of the Holy Scriptures whatever set of doctrines 
and forms of worship most commend themselves to 
his peculiar way of thinking then to be a heretic, 
which means to pick and choose for one’s self, is a 
Christian’s glory instead of his shame and St. Peter 
and St. Paul should have praised instead of anathe- 
matized the heretics of their time. What a sorry 
spectacle of disruption and division Protestantism 
presents before the world today on account of the 
theory of individual judgment; already there are 
four hundred varieties of the genus Protestant and 
the species are still multiplying. 


But what Father Wattson advocated at this time was 
not submission to Rome, at least not under the conditions 
as they were then for he believed his orders to be “as 
sound as the Rock of Gibraltar” and the obedience to 
authority and the unity of church that he stressed was 
that of local bishops and their loyal subjects. The Pope 
of Rome was merely the Italian Primate deserving no 
more honor or right of jurisdiction than any other primate. 


3: Calls Himself Catholic, 
But Not Roman 


On THE other hand Father Wattson considered himself a 
genuine Catholic. He maintained unreservedly that the 
Catholic Church was that to which he belonged, the 
American Catholic Church united to the English Church. 
He castigated disunity in no uncertain terms as the 
following references show: 


Rebellion against the divinely constituted author- 


ity of the Apostolic Ministry and the substitution of 
the will of the people for the will of God is the real 
cause of Protestant disunity; and sectarian divisions 
will go on waxing worse and worse until once more 
men come to recognize and obey the authoritative 
voice of our Holy Mother, the Catholic Church. 
Rebellion against authority drove man from Eden 
and disobedience of the will of God has been his 
ruin ever since. Submission to authority and obedi- 
ence to the Father in ali things was first perfectly 
exemplified on earth by Jesus Christ and to this end 
He founded the Catholic Church that through sub- 
mission to its godly authority men might learn obedi- 
ence to the Divine Will and so attain heaven. 


This is assuredly a true statement if only Father Watt- 
son had in mind the Church of Christ founded by Him 
and entrusted to Peter and his successors. Though such a 
concept of unity was not formally present in his mind, 
we can find the latent seeds of the idea which will 
germinate and bear fruit nearly fifteen years later. There 
was no doubt “as to the real Catholicity of our beloved 
Church, and convinced that it was quite possible to be a 
real Catholic without adopting the new doctrines of our 
loved but mistaken and presumptuous sister, the Latin 
Church. May we realize this more fully day by day. We 
Episcopalians are real Catholics.” Father Wattson con- 
sidered himself a Catholic and a Catholic minister of 
the Gospel just as a priest of the Roman Church, an 
assertion he made in another issue of his Pulpit. In the 
New York Sun of August, 1895 someone ventured the 
opinion that “Father Wattson will eventually join the 
Catholic Church.” The prophecy did not rest well with 
the Kingston rector who remarked: “We were baptized 
into the Holy Catholic Church over thirty years ago, and, 
please God, we expect to continue a Catholic until we die.” 

It is not certain if Father Wattson wrote the following 
statement but since it appeared in The Pulpit he was 
surely in sympathy with it. “We are firmly persuaded,” 
the statement read, “that in the good Providence of God 
we shall have in America, as in England, a National 
Catholic Church; but the day is forever passed when 
the Anglo-Saxon will bow in blind obedience to the 
decrees of the Vatican, and his neck bend in unquestion- 
ing submission to the Papal Yoke.” But within ten years 
Father Wattson would advocate the very plan so 
thoroughly denounced, unconditional submission to the 
Holy See. 

A stirring message of Unity which would later become 
the holy passion of Father Wattson’s life leading him to 
the true Church and bringing many others to her, was 
given in this fashion: “At the same time we never cease 
to pray that we all may be one, and that God will not 
regard our sins but the faith of His whole Church (and 
this was destined to become the official prayer of the 
Chair of Unity Octave) and grant her that peace and 
unity which are agreeable to His will. Christ prayed: 
‘That they all may be one;’ we can hardly do less. Let us 
try to see the points on which we agree with all other 
Christians, and thank God for them and let us seek to 
adjust our differences in whatever way is fair and honest, 
as long as we compromise no principle of the Faith which 
has been entrusted to us, and which is not our own.” 

About two months later, in September, 1895, Father 
Wattson departed for Omaha, Nebraska, to assume charge 
of the Associate Mission which he hoped would become 
the nucleus of his proposed Society of the Atonement. 
He continued the publishing of the Pulpit, encouraging 
the practice of daily attendance at “Mass,” the frequent 
reception of the “Eucharist,” and auricular “confession.” 

As head of the mission he drove on energetically to 
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promote what he believed was the glory of God. During 
most of his three year tenure of office he continued with 
a few remarks about the Pope of Rome, but they were 
noticeably milder than those recorded when he first 
launched his Pulpit. The gentle insinuation of grace 
was beginning to influence his thinking and Father Watt- 
son was on his way to Rome. 

At one time he wrote of the Conversion of St. Paul, a 
feast that later was to have such meaning for him after 
he had come to Graymoor and begun the Chair of Unity 
Octave. “We rejoice,’ he wrote, “to hail the glorious 
festival of the Conversion of St. Paul, the great Apostle to 
the Gentiles. The Pulpit of the Cross aims to set forth the 
doctrines of St. Paul and in the spirit of earnestness 
and fervor that characterized that devoted Saint. May 
his mind and spirit control and bless this paper devoted 
to his gospel! May we be given wisdom to preach through 
the printed word to thousands and tens of thousands the 
same gospel of the Atonement which he himself while on 
earth so powerfully presented unto men and which 
through his writings he is still preaching with such un- 
dying effect.” 


One day when he set out for Pampillion, Nebraska, a 
small town not far from Omaha, to conduct services for 
the weekend, he missed his train connection. Entering the 
Catholic Cathedral of St. Cecilia he prayed earnestly 
before the Blessed Sacrament. For it was his custom to 
stop for prayer and meditation in both Episcopalian and 
Catholic Churches. As he knelt before the Eucharistic 
Christ the thoughts of Unity came back to him stronger 
than ever. What should he do? Which is the true Church 
which Christ founded? Should he make his profession of 
faith and become a Catholic? And so the “Roman fever” 
which heretofore had been of only passing moment now 
gripped him with unprecedented force. Maybe after all 
he should “go to Rome.” Returning to the Associate Mis- 
sion he went to the library shelves and took down the 
books both pro and con dealing with the Papal claims. On 
July 4, 1898 he was convinced that the Pope is the Vicar 
of Christ and there was nothing left for him but write to 
his superior, Bishop Worthington, announcing his resigna- 
tion to take effect the following September 29, thus 
completing the third year of his superiorship in Omaha. 

Doubts and anxieties disturbed his mind and _ heart 
and gave him no rest. He had been corresponding with a 
pious young lady in Warwick, N.Y., Lurana Mary White, 
who had been a member of the Anglican Sisters of the 
Holy Child in Albany, N.Y. She left this group since 
she was disappointed with their views on religious pover- 
ty. Later she came to know Father Wattson through 
correspondence and explained her ideals to him. He had 
encouraged her in her ideals and advised her to plan 
the foundation of the Sisters of the Atonement as a 
companion community to the Friars. But at this point in 
his life, he was so discouraged that he thought of giving 
up altogether any idea of the Society of the Atonement. 
He told Miss White of his feelings but said that she might 
retain the name Atonement for her Sisters if she desired. 

After a while, however, this feeling of discouragement 
passed and Father Wattson planned with renewed vigor 
to establish the Society of the Atonement. But the last 
months in Omaha made him certain of one thing: St. 
John’s Mission in Omaha could never be the nucleus of 
the Society. Consequently he left this post after his term 
of office expired and went to Warwick, New York, where 
he met Sister Lurana for the first time, and with her 
discussed plans for the future Society of the Atonement. 
They met on the vigil of the feast of St. Francis, October 
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3. After three days of prayer and conferences they 
exchanged crucifixes as a symbol of their pledge to found 
the Society of the Atonement. It was October 7, 1898, 
a day since known as Convenant Day among the Friars 
and Sisters of the Atonement. 


BEARING WITNESS TO THE CHAIR OF PETER 
1: Allegiance To the Pope 


FATHER WATTSON then left Warwick to go to the Anglican 
Fathers of the Holy Cross at Westminster, Maryland, to 
spend a period of time in study and prayer as a novitiate 
and to formulate his ideals towards the foundation of his 
community. After a year with these religious he came to 
Graymoor for the first time to live on October 3, 1899 
and spent his first winter in the little paint shack named 
with a bit of Franciscan romanticism “Palace of Our Lady 
Poverty.” Prayer more than study was his wont these 
winter months for he had left all his books in Omaha. 
His food was frugal, his clothing scarcely more than 
those he wore, and his association confined largely to 
Sister Lurana and her few companions who had come 
December 15, 1898, except when he went out on a few 
preaching assignments. A hermit’s life was his, but then, 
a hermitage is a propitious dwelling for the working of 
divine grace. 

January 25, 1900 marked the reception of the religious 
habit as the founder of the Friars of the Atonement. He 
placed the gray-brown habit on the altar in the little 
chapel of the Sisters and after praying for several hours, 
assumed his new garb. At the same time he adopted the 
name of Paul in honor of the great Apostle. In the fall 
of the same year Father Paul made his decision to preach 
openly the Primacy and the Infallibility of the Pope of 
Rome. Grace was winning the battle and though Father 
Paul was yet a long way from the embrace of his mother, 
the Catholic Church, his steps were moving constantly 
closer. When some Anglicans visited him at his lonely 
Graymoor home he boldly declared his intention to preach 
what he held with conviction. 

In a few terse sentences, but tense with deep 
feeling, Father Paul gave voice to his conviction 
that after all Anglican controversialists had done to 
build up a system of Catholicism with the Pope left 
out, the study of Holy Scripture, the Fathers and 
Church History had convinced him that the Papacy 
was truly jure divino, that the Anglican position ever 
since the Reformation was a wrong one and that it 
could never be right again until Ecclesia Anglicana 
makes the submission of herself to the Holy See 
which existed prior to the reign of Henry VIII. The 
Anglican visitors were horrified with such an an- 
nouncement and ended their friendship with the 
Graymoor friar. 

On October 28, 1900, the feast of SS. Simon and 
Jude, Father Paul made the official statement that the 
Society of the Atonement was to accept the dogma of 
Papal Infallibility and that each member was to sub- 
scribe to the belief. The following summer, from July to 
September, he inaugurated his apostolate of outdoor 
preaching in Brooklyn, New York, in front of an Episco- 
palian Church. The thin figure in the garb of a Franciscan 
emphatically warned his listeners that the only salva- 
tion of Protestantism was union with Rome. 


(Continued in December Lamp) 
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OUR NEW BOOK 
Just Off the Press 





For a concise and valuable appraisal of 
Father Paul of Graymoor as a pioneer 
in the work of Christian Unity . . . read 
Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. 





For his work on the Chair of Unity 
Octave and other forms of the aposto- 
late in bringing souls to God . . . read 
Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. 





For his role in beginning and fostering 
devotion to the Mother of God under the 
beautiful and distinct title of Our Lady 


of the Atonement . read Father Paul: 





Apostle of Unity. 





A book for every lover of Graymoor, 
every admirer of Father Paul, every one 
interested in Unity, and every devotee of 
Our Lady. Order Now! 











Send for your copy today $ 00 


Postpaid in U.S., Possessions, Canada & Philippines Hi COPY 


Other Informative and Interesting Unity Pamphlets 


We have many items on the Church and the 
Apostolate of Unity for reading throughout 
the year. To be a well-informed and apostolic 
Catholic read the following booklets: 


Apostolic Letter of Pope Pius IX to Protestants 

and Other non-Catholics 

Written in connection with the convocation of the Vatican 
Council inviting non-Catholics to enter the Church; especially 
suited for these days when unity is so much desired by all 
Study outline added. 


Order No. 4 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 


At-One-Ment — By Very Rev. Msgr. Edward M. Betowski 

Through the satisfaction of Christ on the Cross, a reconcilia- 
tion was achieved between God and the human race. To par- 
ticipate in this reconciliation men must be “at one” with the 
truth of Christ, with the way of Christ and with the life of 
Christ. In this way there will be one fold and one Shepherd. 
Order No. 10-1-2 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 


Catholic Ecumenism 

— By Rev. Edward F. Hanahoe, S.A., $.T.D. This is a careful 
synthesis of the papal pronouncements on the reunion of 
Christendom, from Pope Pius IX to Pope Pius XII, together 
with illuminating historical information and applications to 
present-day questions. See reverse side of this Eooubnise for 
table of contents. 182 pp. 

Order No. 16 $2.00; Clergy, religious and libraries $1.80 


Conversion and Grace 

— By Rev. Edmond D. Benard, §.T.D., Ph.D. A popular ex- 
amination of conversion pointing up the necessity of external 
and internal grace without which no one can become a 
Catholic. It recalls the words of Our Lord, “No man can 
come to me, except the Father who sent me draw him...” 
Order No. 10-1-4 5¢ each; $3.50 per 100 


The Church of Jesus Christ — By Rev. Charles Boyer, S.J. 
One of the great problems of the Protestant Ecumenical 
Movement is to determine the nature of the Church. This is 
intended to make a contribution to their search for truth. 
After surveying the Scriptures and history, he comes up with 
the only answer possible. 


Order No. 11-9 15¢ each; 7 for $1.00; $12.00 per 100 
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| CHAIR OF UNITY OCTAVE, National Office l 
| Franciscan Friars of the A:onement | 
i Graymoor, Garrison, N. 

Please send me copies of Father Paul: Apostle of Unity. | 
Also send me the following pamphlets: l 

4 _ 10-1-2 _ 16 7. a | 
: Quantity Quantity Quantity Quantity Quantity | 
| Name - — I 
l Please Print) | 
Address _ = | 
I City . a eee Zone ____ a l 
| [ ] Remittance enclosed (We pay Postage) l 
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Graymoor Christmas Cards 






































The Friars of the Atonement once again present 
their selection of Christmas Cards. All in six 
gorgeous colors, french folded, with beautiful 
Nativity scenes and appropriate Christmas 
Greetings. 

Christmas is the day that God came down 
from Heaven to bring to earth tidings of great 
joy: it is the day on which Jesus was born; it 
is the day on which the Angels sang of peace: 
it is the day on which the lovely Lady Mary 
first took her Baby and her God into her arms 
and pressed Him to her tender, virginal breast. 

It is fitting that on this day of days you 
should send warm greetings and best wishes 
to all your relatives, friends and acquaintances. 
But let your greetings breathe the spirit of the 
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This crucifix with St. Christopher 
medal and chain given FREE 
day. Let your Christmas Cards proclaim with 3 or more boxes of cards 


your Christian faith and belief. Let 

them spread the spirit of Christmas as one of 
love—love of God for men and love of men 
for one another. 

We have chosen these cards because they 
keep Christ in Christmas. Every one of them 
treats some aspect of the Birth of Our Lord and 
stresses the spiritual message of the coming of 
the Savior. 

Furthermore, whatever is realized from the 
sale of these beautiful Christmas Cards enables 
the Atonement Friars to spread the Christian 
faith in their mission fields. 

Send for one or more boxes of these beauti- 
ful six color Christmas Cards now. 


FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT, GRAYMOOR, GARRISON, NEW YORK 





